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CLAIMING HIS REUNION OBSESSION 


Chelle 


The dress I never quite fit into the first time, the junior high 
teacher I had a major crush on. All these years later this 
curvy, shy and once-bullied girl might just get her chance to 
be Queen after all. Maybe not Prom queen, or even queen 
of her high school reunion, but a true king and queen can 
never be kept apart for long, no matter the odds. No matter 
the consequences. 


Quinn 


Sure I remember her, but she’s a young woman now. A 
grown up, full and curvy younger woman and I’m an older 
man. I’m manning the registration desk at the reunion, not 
looking for any excitement. Just helping out at the school I 
used to teach at. But when I see what I want, what I need 
and just how she needs it? I’ll stake my claim, even if she is 
my best friend’s daughter. 


*Claiming His Reunion Obsession is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


( helle 


Wear your old prom dress they said, it’ll be fun they said. 


It’s taken me an hour to squeeze into this thing, take it off 
and decide I’m not going, then going again at least four 
times. 


I feel like the only fun is going to be what’s poked at me by 
my ex-classmates. 


The sense of dread pulling up to the gym feels like ninth 
grade all over again. It’s all coming back to me now. 


I’m glad I’m getting here early so I can leave early. 
It’s stupid. I should’ve stayed at home. 


Heels and lilac... I really haven’t thought this through at all. 
Great. There’s a registration desk too. 


Name tags, a guest book... OMG this is gonna be... 
Hold. The. Fucking. Phone. 


“Michelle? It is you, isn’t it!” 


I jump a half foot into the air when I feel his hand touching 
the small of my back, then I catch the long forgotten scent 
of him. I’m transported back in time in a split second. It’s 
him, I know it is. 


Before I can speak, he’s literally hugging me, pressing his 
whole front against me, which I naturally lean right into, 
and savor his bear like growl. 


“Oh my god, Mr. Quinn?” I stammer, feeling something shift 
in me as he re-positions himself behind the little table, 
sitting himself down quickly. 


I’m only going to this stupid reunion because of my dad. His 
friend, Mr. Quinn used to be my biology teacher and he 
seemed to think it might make Quinn feel like his work 
meant something once he found out his friend's daughter 
became a nurse because of his classes. 


What dad doesn’t know about is the huge crush I’ve had on 
Mr. Quinn all these years. It’s something I thought I’d be 
able to hide if I saw him here, but my body has other plans. 


“Quincy...” he murmurs so low it’s almost a growl, “But just 
call me Quinn.” His eyes unashamedly run up and down my 
body, giving me shivers in places I’ve never even thought 
about in a long while. Until now. 


I blush, cherry red really. I’m ashamed of my body, always 
have been. But the look on Quincy’s face isn’t mocking or 
even disappointed. 


Quinn likes what he sees by the looks, and stretching back 
in his chair some, I can see biological proof rising against 
the zipper line of his stonewashed jeans. 


“T didn’t realize it was a retro theme.” I continue, trying to 
sound normal, but squeezing my legs together as I feel a 
hot bead of moisture forming. 


“Its not,” he says, and smiles broadly, his dark eyes resting 
on my stiff chest, I know without even looking that my 
nipples are like bullets. 


“Chilly, isn’t it?” he asks, and makes this low sound again as 
I shudder a gasp. It’s as if his hands are on me again, 
tracing the thick lines of my pebbled discs under my dress. 


“T’ve often thought about you,” I blurt out, regretting it 
straight away. I may as well have just written the words 
‘pity fuck?’ on a slip of paper and passed it to him under the 
desk, but I don’t think there’s any pity from the smoldering 
look in his eyes. 


“That a fact?” he asks, a grin forming on his lips and his 
eyes narrowing before shaking himself suddenly. Snapping 
himself out of the spell that’s come over him. 


Over us both. 


“Sorry, Michelle,” he says, looking as flushed as I feel, “I just 
can’t believe I’m seeing you as such a beautiful, fully grown 
young woman now. Makes me feel old.” 


Fully grown is right. Put a ring through my nose and pitch 
a wooden pen around me. 


I’ve never felt so self-conscious as right now, this stupid 
dress, Christ and these shoes. My feet are killing me 
already. 


“Call me Chelle, and you’re not old,” I tell him, trying to find 
some swagger to match the coolness, the manliness which 
just seems to ooze from this guy. 


I’m betting that’s not all that oozes from him either. 


I almost laugh out loud at my own thoughts, but they shock 
me more than anything. I’m not the forward type, far from 
it. I’m more likely to fog up my glasses with a latte than 


anything real life, sex kind of steamy. Maybe the odd book 
here and there, but apart from that my life’s about as plain 
as it gets. 


“You're a little early,’ he observes, trying to focus himself on 
the task at hand, registering arrivals and handing out name 
tags. 


“I have a ‘Michelle’ tag here, but I’ll make you one up with 
Chelle on it, would you like that?” 


I feel my head pumping as if he’s just asked me if I’d like to 
see that thick line where his zipper rides up again. 


In his perfect, bold and neat teacher’s print, he makes up a 
name tag and leans forward in his seat. 


“C’mere, I can put it on you if you want?” And I move faster 
than the line of moisture in my panties as I slide around to 
his side of the table. 


“Aren’t you going to get up?” I ask him, boldly trying at 
being sassy again. I can see the man’s as hard as stone 
down there by now, no denying it. 


He glances across the hall, then to the sides. We’re still 
alone. 


Another low groan escapes him as he stands up and I look 
straight down, gasping without controlling my own 
emotions or arousal anymore. 


Quinn’s big too. That much I can see, he’s at least six five 
and his thick hardness proves the myth about tall guys in a 
split second. 


The effect of seeing him hard sends my own pussy into a 
deep rinse cycle, wanting only to be stuffed full of him. 


I remember him being very tall, but never this muscular. 
His huge V-shaped torso makes me feel petite as he moves 
closer, drawing another sound from me, closer to a 
whimper than anything else. 


“Its alright,” he reassures me, his huge hands reaching out 
to me, one on either side of the label as he presses it onto 
my left breast as I look up at him, biting my lower lip, 
mentally pinching myself. 


He deliberately presses firmly, letting his fingertips transmit 
his own excitement into me, as well as register my intense 
readiness for him as his knuckles brush my stiff rivets as he 
slowly takes his hands back. 


“Perfect,” he growls again, and hearing the click clack of 
heels approaching, I notice his eyes narrow again, his body 
tensing. 


“Sit here, with me.” He says firmly, taking his own seat and 
I take the seat next to him without thinking, feeling like 
holding his hand as we do. 


There’s definitely some magic between Quinn and me and 
although I have no idea what I’m doing, I think I’m going to 
like it. 


I’m suddenly glad I decided to come to this reunion after 
all. 


CHAPTER TWO 


O uinn 


Coming back to the registration desk after opening the side 
door to the gym, I can smell her perfume first, thinking how 
nice it is. Then I see her full, apple shaped ass from behind, 
straining through the tight lilac fabric of her strapless, 
backless dress which accentuates her full curves and shows 
her perfect skin off to perfection. I can’t help but make a 
groaning sound as I feel something else shifting in my 
pants. 


Whoever she is, she’s fucking perfect. 


An ass like that is what makes me very happy, and hips I can 
hold as well as see... it feels like Christmas in July and it’s 
only May. 


I’ve never felt so attracted to anyone like this in my life. My 
own animal instinct shocks me on the one hand, but it’s so 
freeing on the other. Taking longer strides towards her, I 
register her lack of bra, thick calves and strong legs as she 
holds herself up for me, making me want to push those legs 
apart and feel myself inside her from behind. 


That’s gone and done it, I’m halfway to being fully hard 
now... 


To my utter amazement, as I come around behind her, I 
recognize her. 


It’s Michelle Baker. Randy’s daughter. He said she’d be 
here, but I never... I just never thought... 


My god it is her... when did she become so perfect...? I can 
barely remember her as one of my students. But now... 


Shit. I think I’ve just fallen for my best friend’s daughter 
and I haven’t even said hi yet... 


The only sounds that come out of me make me sound like 
I’ve swallowed some sort of wild animal. Every time she 
moves I look at another part of her, and I just want to reach 
out and touch her, to tear off her clothes and kiss every part 
of her. 


I watch as my hand instinctively reaches out for her as she 
turns to face me, marking her with my touch first, then with 
my whole body as I pull her towards me, holding her close 
and breathing her in. 


Holy fuck, I think I’m about to come in my pants. 


My instant hard on in sending electric pulses all throughout 
me, every second I’m touching her feels like I’ve died and 
gone to heaven. She’s an angel, but one I want to be the 
devil with. 


I’ve got hours of this reunion to get through, it hasn’t even 
started yet but all I want to do is take her away someplace, 
to make her mine. 


She’s mine. I have to make her all mine. 


I have to touch her, I can’t control myself. But at the same 
time, I have to remember I’m still manning the registration 
desk, so first things first, let’s get a name on that chest. 


I can’t hide my arousal from her any longer, and from the 
sudden look in her eyes, the sounds she’s making and her 
eagerness to get and stay close, I figure we’re off to a good 
start. 


I hear myself practically commanding her to sit next to me, 
which she does and I feel like holding her hand straight 
away. 


Forward, much? 


Easy tiger. She’s half your age and her dad’s one of the few 
friends you have... take it nice and slow. 


Hearing the beginnings of other people arriving, I tense up, 
letting out a low sound, warning the world that I’ve found 
something I want and it’s mine. 


She will be soon, anyway. 


“You’re here alone?” I ask her suddenly, needing her to tell 
me there’s no one else before anyone else even gets close 
to her. 


Not tonight, not ever. 
It has to be just me and her. 


She stifles a coughing laugh, “Yeah, just me. It’s me, myself 
and I. Same as any other night.” 


She looks down at her feet and I feel like I’ve said 
something to upset her, letting my hand close over hers, I 
notice her jump a little, then purr as I tell her just one of 
the thousand things I want to tell her right now. 


“Well, tonight you belong to me... and I won’t hear another 
word about it.” I tell her, hearing my deep voice with such 
an edge of authority, but she seems to like that. 


I’d feel bad if there was anyone else in her life, the way I’m 
feeling about Chelle, straight up, I’d pity whoever tried to 
get in my way right now. 


It’s so primal, so electric. Just being near her makes me feel 
like a caveman, wanting to throw her over my shoulder. But 
at the same time I feel like a big ol’ marshmallow inside. 
Something I’ve never felt before about anyone. 


Ever. 


We sit down and instead of me being all business, getting 
ready to receive all the hundreds of reunion guests, I find 
myself just staring at Chelle, and her staring right back at 
me. 


There’s the clomp of feet coming still, echoing off the sheen 
of wide linoleum as I hear the familiar, although now grown 
up gaggle of the Malibu Barbie set. Those kids who were 
shallow, mean to others and only obsessed with themselves 
who grew up to be, low and behold... 


Complete bitches. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( helle 


As someone whose studied physiology, I know how quickly, 
from a scientific perspective, our body can go from happy to 
sad. 


Same for confident to scared, fearless to afraid. The same 
hormones that tell us we’re in love can make us feel 
terrified in a split second. 


And hearing them coming, then seeing the three girls who 
made my life hell growing up, sends a shiver of fear rippling 
across my belly. 


“I should go...” I hear myself stammering, feeling my hands 
growing cold, clammy and shaky underneath Quinn’s. 


He seems to sense how I feel and leans in close, whispering 
into my ear, his lips gently touching my skin. 


“You’re mine, remember? You’re not going anywhere. Don’t 
let these clowns bother you, let’s make this our night.” 


He’s right. The chemistry between us, straight off the bat is 
undeniable. It’s one of those things I’ve only ever read 


about, or imagine happening to other people. 


But tonight’s not my imagination, Quinn’s real and so are 
his feelings. So are mine, and so is that marvelous body of 
his. His hands, his breath in my ear. It’s all too good to be 
true, but why shouldn’t good things happen to Chelle 
Baker? 


Why the fuck not? 


I can’t help but feel all the old emotions though. I was sure 
I’d forgotten how nasty those girls could be, but seeing 
them in their early twenties seems no different to all those 
years ago. 


“Well, well, well! Michelle the smell!” One says, it’s Cindy 
Sanders. Chief slut and general pain in the ass for anybody 
who they decide doesn’t fit into their perfect world. 


“Cindy, Karen, Natalie,” I murmur, forcing a smile and 
ignoring her comment. She’s wearing a low cut top and 
leans in over Quinn, puckering her lips and squeezing her 
chest together, putting on a show most guys would go ape 
for. 


Quinn slides all three their name tags and marks them off 
the registry without even giving them a second look. 


“We’d heard you got in shape, Mr. Quinn. If you want 
somebody to... give you a hand with anything, let me know,” 
Cindy coos, the other two giggling into their own chests, 
which look about as fake as their personalities. 


“T’ve got someone helping out tonight, thanks. Have a good 
night, ladies,” he says dismissively looking past them all and 
pretending to wave at someone else walking up the hall. 
The crowd ’s all coming at once it seems and it looks like I’ve 
been recruited by Quinn after all. 


Cindy looks from Quinn to me, then back to him. “Well, if 
you change your mind... I’m ready when you are,” she 
drools, trying to sound sexy but sounding more like she’s 
having a stroke. 


“Alright. Ladies, please! Let some of the others through, 
there we go,” Quinn says, firmly and in a way that lets me 
know instantly that he’s not interested in buying whatever 
it is they’re selling. 


They move away after a few more whispers and giggles, the 
only two words I catch cut my heart as deep as they ever 
did. Even after all these years, which surprises me. 


“Lard ass.” 


There’s a few seconds between the next wave of reunion 
goers and Quinn takes my hand in his, not even trying to 
hide the fact anymore. 


“You okay?” he asks me, and I feel my lower lip tremble. 


Leaning in closed he whispers in my ear again, spoiling me 
with so much attention but curing my blues straight away. 


“T think your ass is perfect by the way,” he growls, touching 
my ear with his nose this time, squeezing my hand a good 
few times to prove his point. 


I shudder another breath in and blush cherry red, feeling 
like a bride or something. Everyone who comes up to 
register is much friendlier than the slutty bullies from my 
miserable school past and most of them also assume that 
Quinn and I are already a couple. 


“Mr. Quinn... and Michelle Baker? Wow! When did you two 
get together... ?” 


“Such a cute couple...” 


“T always thought she had a thing for him...” 


After the first few, Quinn’s blushing as much as I am, letting 
people know I’m just helping him out, but after a few more 
positive comments he goes out on a limb. 


“Maybe this could be like a date...?” he asks me, then 
correcting himself. 


“Maybe it should be a date. If you don’t think that’s too 
weird? I mean. I am a little older, your old school teacher 
and your dad’s friend.” 


It hits me like cold water and Quinn’s face registers my 
expression as he struggles to greet the next wave of 
reunion attendees. 


I remember my dad. 
Shit! 


My god! What would he say if he saw me holding hands, 
gushing over his old friend Quincy Quinn? I don’t have to 
think hard to know that. I know my dad better than anyone. 


He’d send me to my room and have plenty to say about it, 
that’s what. Even though I’m twenty-one now and I’m sure 
Quinn’s his own man, doesn’t need my dad’s permission 
either. 


I busy myself with helping a couple who have the same first 
name, spelled slightly different, then organize their name 
tags and get them signed in. Quinn’s busy with a few 
registration dramas of his own and it's some minutes before 
we have a chance to say anything to each other again. 


“Your dad, huh?” Quinn says more than asks. His mouth 
creasing down at one side as he breathes out heavy 
through his nose. He looks suddenly disappointed, like I 
know I’d look if he suddenly told me it’s just not gonna 


work. I’m too young, too fat... too much his friend’s 
daughter. 


“Pm not my dad.” I tell him forcefully, feeling myself flush as 
my eyes narrow. I grip his hand again and although I know 
where I want to put it, I can only give it a squeeze. 


Feeling his huge, thick fingers under my own makes me 
shudder again, like if this doesn’t get taken somewhere 
private and soon, I know I'll just burst inside. 


His low sound of approval makes me feel a little better, but I 
wish this registration thing would hurry up and finish so we 
can talk properly. It’s impossible for me to do both and I 
know Quinn feels the same. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


O uinn 


“WellL.. I think that’s all of ‘em. A couple of no shows, but 
they never RSVP’d either.” I say, puffing out a breath 
through my cheeks, letting the table cloth I’ve been 
covering myself with slide away some, hoping she might 
want to sneak another peek at me down there. 


I’ve managed to stay hard this whole time. Not intentionally 
either, I might add. Shit, if I was still a teacher, this is kind 
of stuff that would get me fired. But we’re all consenting 
adults here, and Chelle’s old enough to know what she 
wants. 


She pleases me by looking down straight away, and I can 
tell she just can’t help herself as much as I feel like showing 
off a little in front of her. 


I wish she’d lift up that dress some, let me have a little show 
and tell of her own, but it’s not even seven o'clock... we 
have hours of reunion together. 


And hopefully for a long time too after that... 


She bites her lower lip again, unable to take her eyes off my 
hardness, which just went up a notch, which I never 
thought would be possible. My dick’s so hard, it’s me who 
feels like the damned teenager all over again. 


“You see what you do to me, Chelle?” I ask her, willing her 
to touch me, wanting to command her to touch me down 
there. 


She makes that little sound again, like a whimpering moan, 
like she’s frustrated but about to come herself, any minute. 


“Tt’s not my imagination, is it?” I ask her, point blank. Really 
needing to put this whole thing in perspective. 


Her head shaking side to side, her single ponytail swishing 
in time with her whole body making me growl again, and 
taking her hand I feel her going straight for my aching 
bulge. She gasps as she touches it, making me grunt and 
jerk in my seat. I’ve never known anything so intense. 


“What if someone comes?” she asks innocently, looking 
around, a fearful habit I’d like to see her change one day. 


“T think someone’s about to,” I warn her, and use her hand 
to stroke me some more, making her smile a devilish grin, 
her eyes narrowing further as she wiggles in her seat and I 
can tell she’s just as hot right now as I am. 


“Mister Quinn!” A harsh, shrill voice calls out, making us 
both look up, Chelle’s hand darting back over to her own 
lap in a split second. 


My heart’s in my throat and I gulp hard, until I realize the 
voice of my old boss, ex-principal, Wilson Tucker is being 
broadcast from his aging but friendly, smiling face. 


He’s striding up to the registration desk, having no idea 
what the pair of us have just been doing. 


“Don’t get up, Quincy, I’m late for once... how the hell are 
you!” he asks, pumping my hand. 


“It’s good to see you sir,” I say, truthfully. I left the school on 
good terms and it was Wilson who encouraged me to do two 
things: get in shape and to go out on a limb by starting my 
own business. 


“Glad to hear it, oh! And is this the lucky lady in your life, 
eh?” he says, sharing a crafty wink with both of us. 


“This is Michelle Baker, Mr. Tucker. She was in my Biology 
class...” 


“Ahhh! Baker Of course, how are you? So glad to see 
everyone here again tonight... after all these years. I’d best 
push on though, got my speech to rehearse yet,” he says, 
patting his jacket pocket and looking absently past us, a few 
lines rolling silently over his lips as he disappears through 
the huge double doors behind us. 


I feel a sigh of relief leaving me, sure we’d been caught 
doing something we probably shouldn’t, but can’t seem to 
help either right now. 


“T gotta go to the ladies room,” Chelle says softly, I smile a 
nod to her, but once she’s a few feet away I realize how not 
okay I am with it. 


I can’t stand the idea of her not being right next to me, 
even if she’s only going to the ladies room. 


I growl in disapproval, wishing my own arousal was a little 
less obvious, but taking a look around I figure it's safe 
enough. 


I follow behind her a few steps, urging her on as she looks 
over her shoulder. 


“TIl wait for you out here,” I tell her. “So you don’t get lost 
on the way back.” 


I notice her strange look, which echoes my own mind’s 
instant obsession with her. It’s like I can’t let her out of my 
sight, not even for a few minutes. 


Not because I’m afraid for her or want to baby her, but just 
because I want her so damned much. 


Because she’s mine. 
Like anything that belongs to me, like my heart. My soul. 
Would I walk around without it? Hell no. 


Chelle’s different and it’s just a matter of time before I'll be 
able to prove that to her. 


She stops to look at me at the door to the ladies room, 
hanging in the doorframe, “I can manage things from 
here,” she purrs, and I have to hold back. 


I’m sure she can manage to take herself to the bathroom 
Quinn, ease up. 


“TIl be waiting right here,” I tell her, and I lean against the 
wall opposite, resting my foot on the brickwork. Something 
I would never have dared do when I was a teacher here. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( helle 


I’m shaking so hard by the time I sit down in the stall, with 
it only registering how wet I am, how worked up I am just 
from being so close to Quinn for about an hour. 


I’ve never felt anything like it. I’m not one to wax my own 
board, but damn. If I don’t feel like I have to do something, 
or have something taken care of soon, otherwise I'll be 
paddling home. 


I hear the door and figure it's Quinn again, breaking 
protocol to double check I’m okay. 


Glancing through the little gap in the stall door, my heart 
freezes when I see whose eyes meet mine in the mirror on 
the wall opposite. 


Cindy Sanders. 


I feel my heart flutter so hard, it feels like it’s stopped, the 
intense wave of adrenaline rushing through me all over 
again, making me feel like I’m in ninth grade again. 


I want to look away, but she sees the fear in my eyes and 
smirks to herself, holding my eyes in hers making me 
wonder what it is about people like her that even makes 
them tick. 


Why are they so mean? 

I wished Quinn had come in here with me now... 
Shit! 

C’mon girl, you’re adults now. This is bullshit. 


I finish what I came in to do and take a breath, making my 
way Out to wash my hands. 


I can’t help it, but a sound escapes me when Cindy pushes 
her hand down over mine when I go to turn on the faucet. 


She grips my wrist hard and I wince, trying not to cry out in 
pain, trying not to let her know how scared I am. 


J 


“You haven’t changed a bit, Miss-smell..” she taunts me 
with gritted teeth. I can smell liquor on her breath, even 
though it’s been advertised as a dry event. Her and the 
other girls must’ve smuggled some liquor in. 


It’s just like them too, breaking the rules and ruining other 
people’s fun in the process. 


This woman’s more than just tipsy. She’s loaded and she’s 
mad at me for some reason 


“Let me go. Cindy.” I hear myself saying with some 
authority. It’s part of my nurses training to deal with things 
like this, but I never thought it would be someplace like the 
ladies room in my old high school. 


“Make me,” she spits out, gripping me tighter, making me 
cry out. 


The door behind us swings open violently, hitting the wall 
behind it with a bang. I breathe a sigh of relief as Cindy 
relaxes her grip before tossing my hand away from her like 
something that wants to bite. 


It’s Quinn. I knew he’d come rescue me. 
Eventually. 


“Everything alright in here?” he says, his deep voice full of 
calm control, full of power and real authority. 


Cindy traipses over to him, her joints as loose as her mouth 
and, no doubt the rest of her anatomy. 


She gets herself as close to Quinn as her height allows, 
looking up at him and tracing a finger down his chest. 


“You wanna good time, big boy? I’m ready when you are.” 


Quinn’s eyes narrow in disgust and he turns his head away 
from her to get a breath of fresher air. 


“You’re drunk at a dry event, do you really want to end your 
evening, which is already over with a trip to the police 
station for assault?” he snarls at her, looming up over her as 
she shrinks back from him. 


“You alright, Chelle?” he asks me, not taking his eyes off 
Cindy for a second. 


Before she can even manufacture one of her slutty, drunken 
bimbo comebacks, he tells her how it’s gonna be. 


“You'll go home, now. You can catch a cab or call an Uber, 
but I won’t see you driving home. I’ll be checking to make 
sure you're gone. You got five minutes.” 


She hesitates for a few moments, giving me an evil stare in 
the mirror, before puffing out a hoarse, cruel little laugh. 


“Go your hardest, cowboy... If you wanna ride that fat hog 
instead of my fine ass, then be my guest,” she makes like 
she’s gonna say something else, but Quinn looms up large 
again and she slinks out, mumbling hateful things that only 
remind me of a past I thought I’d grown out of years ago. 


It hurts me so much to feel the same things all over again. 


Far worse than the pain in my wrist from where she 
grabbed me. 


“You alright, Chelle? I’m sorry... I didn’t think she would...” 
but it doesn’t matter anymore. 


I hurl myself at Quinn, burying myself in his huge chest as I 
croak the first wave of tears as they flow out of me. Pouring 
from the depths of my past, from all the times I wanted to 
cry, all the times I needed the strength of his hug. I cry for 
my past. 


The life before Quinn. 


“Its alright,” he murmurs in his deep voice, vibrating 
through his body into mine, “I got you now, nobody’s gonna 
hurt you any more.” 


He holds me so close, so tenderly and I’m gripping him at 
times, thumping his chest as I tell him how bad those girls 
all treated me, how they made my whole life hell. Made it so 
I didn’t want to come to school at all. 


“The same people, or people just like them...” I pause, 
“They were all at college too... people like her everywhere, 
making it impossible for me to even get on with my life.” 


“You should’ve said something, you could’ve come to me,” 
he tells me, and I know he’s right. But there’s just 
something about the fear when someone like Cindy Sanders 
has something over you. 


As quickly as my fear and memories came, they almost 
vanish. 


Almost. 


Just being close to Quinn, having someone to listen as well 
as his huge chest to cry on helps, I can’t reach his 
shoulders..., but knowing that he actually cares, more than 
cares. Knowing he wants me all to himself. It’s the most 
incredible feeling I’ve ever known. 


It’s like everything bad that’s happened to me has been 
building up to this moment, the moment I realize that I 
want to be his, nobody else’s. 


I want him to claim me, to take me as his own. 


Forever. 


CHAPTER SIX 


O uinn 


It takes everything I have not to act out when I hear Chelle 
cry out from the bathroom. I practically kick the door open 
to get to her, that other woman, the bubble chested bimbo. 


I’m glad she was never in my class, and I’m cut up that 
Chelle felt she could never come to me, as her teacher, or 
any of her teachers about it. 


To think that bullying like this was going on right under our 
noses, escaping us. It makes my stomach turn. It makes me 
love Chelle even more for being so brave about it, for 
coming to this reunion tonight, for being grown up enough 
to face her demons. 


And there it is. 


I love her. Is it possible, even after such a short amount of 
time? 


Yup. You bet it is. My heart’s never wrong, and I’m a man 
who knows what he wants. 


I don’t just want Chelle, I love her. I want her to love her, for 
the rest of my days. No matter what. 


I feel each of her sobs as my own, I grind my jaw tighter 
than my fists when I hear how those people treated her so 
bad. I can feel her tears going straight to my heart and I 
vow, to myself and to her that nobody is ever going to make 
her feel that way again. 


Nobody. And if they even try, they’ll answer to me. 


“Pm sorry,” she sniffs, patting my front where she’s been 
crying as I hold her as close as I dare, as tight as I dare 
without hurting her. I want her that much, I need to be 
inside her more than anything now. 


I look down at her reddened eyes, using my thumbs to wipe 
away the last of her tears. 


“T don’t want to see you cry anymore, Chelle. Only smiles 
from now on, with us. Not them.” 


I lean down, feeling her trembling in my arms, like a small 
animal now, all the wildness frightened out of her. I need to 
show her how much she means to me. How much I love her. 


How much I want her. 


Our faces draw closer, and I can feel the warmth of her 
breath on my lips as hers quake less than an inch from my 
own. 


I let out a groan of satisfaction, her own body yielding to 
mine completely... 


And then the door bursts open, startling us both and 
making Chelle jump an inch off the ground. 


“Oops! Sorry, hey! This is the ladies y’know... go get a room 
or something...” the voice says half-laughing at us in a nice 


way, it’s one of the nice people at the reunion, one of the 
hundreds of nice people in the building. But Chelle’s still 
spooked from her run in with Cindy and I shield her, 
drawing her to me like precious cargo as I guide her out 
into the empty hall. 


“You wanna go someplace else?” I ask her, remembering 
the awful state of both my truck and my apartment. 


Not ideal for any visitors, let alone the love of my life... 


“I want you to do that again,” she whispers, clutching me 
again, looking up at me intently. 


“Do what?” I ask, still wincing internally about the state of 
my solo, bachelor life after more than twenty years. 


“What we almost just did in there, silly!” she says, smiling 
now, punching my chest lightly. 


And I feel better, I know it wouldn’t matter where we went. 
I know we'd be happy because we’re together. Finally. 


I lean in again, and the whole corridor, the whole world, 
even the same woman coming out of the bathroom again 
rolling her eyes at us. It all disappears. 


It’s like we’re floating on a cloud, looking down on the 
world we left behind, our mouths joined as our souls yearn 
to be. 


The passionate intensity of her kiss surprises me, but I 
register my own as I lift her up easily, and feel her legs 
wrap around my waist. Her arms are around my neck and I 
feel the fullness of her chest, the warmth between her thick 
thighs pressing against my already hardening groin as I 
press her back to the wall next to the door of the ladies 
room. 


“T want you Chelle,” I hear myself growling, her own little 
moans, her whole body shaking against mine, her only 


reply. 
It’s the only reply I need. 


As fate would have it, we’re within staggering distance of 
an empty classroom, the door unlocked. I open the door 
with one hand, holding Chelle right up against me with the 
other. 


Jackpot. 


I picked a room with some huge bean bags, couches and 
easy Chairs. It’s a chill out room for students, something we 
never had when I was at school and they were only 
debating to have them at all as I left the profession. 


“It'll encourage students to fornicate...” 


“They'll be all over each other in there, who’s gonna 
supervise them?” 


In hindsight, I couldn’t agree more, but I’m grateful they 
made the right decision, for our sakes. 


Tonight. 


“T want you Quinn,” Chelle murmurs into my ear. “In 
here...” she moans, grinding herself right onto my 
hardness, making it feel like I’ll explode right through my 
jeans at any moment. 


“I want to fuck you Chelle... right here... make you mine 
and claim you properly. I’m gonna fill you so full of my 
seed.” I groam, hardly believing what’s coming out of my 
mouth let alone the pressure I feel building from my 
swollen rod. 


“Ahh... Quinn, I’m gonna.... It’s...” Chelle’s whole body 
starts to go rigid, she’s about to come and I know I haven’t 
got a lot of time. 


I lay her gently on the highest, biggest chair and get on my 
knees in front of her as she wraps her legs over my 
shoulders, pulling me towards her fuming mound as I pull 
her panties to one side, making her gasp and shudder some 
more. 


“Hold on baby,” I growl, “I want to taste your come in my 
mouth... don’t you waste any of that sweet juice without 
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me. 


My heart’s pounding in my ears and in my chest like a 
damned drum. My hands shake but I feel my firm grip on 
her perfect ass, kneading her cheeks as I press my whole 
mouth over her quivering pussy as she jerks her whole body 
back, stifling a scream and gripping my hair with both 
hands, grinding her sweet pussy harder, right into my face 
and mouth. 


Working her clit with my tongue, I feel her relaxing into the 
new sensation, savoring her juices, I know she has more 
pleasure ahead before she’ll climax. 


I want to free my aching cock, to ready it for her. I can feel 
the strain against my jeans, saturated now with my own 
precome, the feeling of her in my mouth, the pressure 
building as my balls rise up. I have to focus on her own 
pleasure, willing myself not to come until it’s time. 


Until I can put my seed inside her, where it belongs. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


( helle 


The feeling of Quinn on me, his tongue, his mouth and his 
hands working my whole body. It’s too much. I’ve never 
even touched myself, let alone had anything like this before. 


I’m floating. Died and gone to heaven, I tell myself, but my 
own thumping chest, that jungle beat coursing through my 
whole body, white hot at the apex of Quinn’s mouth on me, 
it tells me I’m more alive than I’ve ever been and something 
magical is about to happen. 


Just like his kiss, his huge body holding me close, his 
understanding of just how I feel, Quinn’s sensitive to my 
own rising tide of arousal and when we both feel the waves 
about to crash, he peels my lips even wider open, drawing 
another shivering gasp from me. 


Using extra pressure from his tongue and lips on my clit as 
he grips my ass with a force that makes me want to come 
for him. Makes me want to give it all to him, right into his 
mouth. 


Hearing him growling, making that low sound as I feel it 
finally pop. That huge wall of energy and emotions, washing 
over me, through me and out of me. It’s inside me and 
outside of me at the same time. The most incredible, 
sensual and happiest feeling I’ve ever had, and I’m sharing 
it with Quinn, he’s right here with me. 


A part of my new life, my journey towards being a true 
woman. 


I’m shaking like a leaf, half laughing and half crying at the 
same time. I can feel hot and cold rushing over me all at 
once and my teeth start to chatter, almost like I’m cold. 


Quinn takes all of my climax into his mouth and using his 
hands, he continues to pleasure me all over until I come 
down, gradually realizing that this is what my first orgasm 
feels like. 


I tug on Quinn’s ears, lifting him up so his face is level with 
mine, making me jerk and twitch still as his whole body 
presses hard against my sodden pussy. 


His clothes, shirt, everything still on him, I’m worried about 
how he’ll look at me, but he presses his mouth against mine 
in response. 


“T want to have you all over me, all the time. Every day,” he 
announces. Nibbling on my neck eagerly and pulling down 
the top of my dress, freeing my girls in one movement, 
which makes it Quinn’s turn to gasp aloud in wonder, and 
with an instant, firmer edge to his arousal. 


He kisses me hard, letting me taste myself on him and 
making my whole chest stiffen by degrees as his mouth 
moves down to give my nipples the same treatment he just 
gave me down below. 


I’m gasping for air, feeling lightheaded. I love this, I really 
do, but it’s all happening so fast it feels like my chest is 
about to explode if I can’t get some air inside me. 


“What is it?” Quinn asks me, sensing how I’m feeling. 


“T just need a minute,” I gasp, for air now, not for anything 
else. I sit up as Quinn moves back, balancing on his heels. 
He’s rubbing the top of my legs with his hands and I feel the 
room again all of a sudden. Remembering where we are, 
what I was doing only a few minutes before. 


“L.. I’m a virgin, Quinn...” I stammer, feeling instant relief 
at telling him. 


My anxiety has been building, along with my arousal, and 
once I get my first orgasm out of the way, feeling close to 
Quinn than ever, it makes me think he’ll want more. 


Isn’t that what all guys really want? I don’t know, but from 
what I’ve heard if I don’t put out I’m something of a tease. 
And I don’t want that. 


“T just need a minute,” I tell him, and he takes both my 
hands into his and kisses them lightly. 


“Tm glad,” he says, his voice like smoke. 


“Glad?” I ask him, thinking he must just be being polite, 
he’s such a gentleman. 


“I’m glad because it means nobody else can have you, 
nobody else has ever had you. You’re all mine, Chelle and 
that’s all I really want.” 


“You don’t think it’s...?” 


“I think you’re the most beautiful thing in the world and I 
want you more than ever. If you want to wait, I understand. 


I just couldn’t help myself just now, I needed to make you 
mine, to stake my claim.” 


I shush him, tracing my fingers through his curling brown 
hair, it’s so soft compared to the rest of his muscled hard 
body. 


“You don’t need to claim what’s already yours,” I whisper, 
and he growls approvingly, kissing me all over again and 
squeezing my chest to a hardness that I find I really like. 


Quinn’s gentle with me, but he can sense when and where I 
want him to be firmer, harder on me. He seems to know 
exactly what makes me tick, it’s just incredible. 


“We can go back to your place?” I suggest, teasing his curls 
with my fingertips again after he’s satisfied himself by 
acquainting himself with the girls all over again. 


He looks away, almost embarrassed and I feel a ripple of 
panic flash across my belly. 


I knew it... here it comes. 
He’s fuckin’ married, or worse. What could be worse? 


I see his look go from serious to smiling as he notices my 
panic. 


“Its nothing, Chelle. I just have a really messy house right 
now, and my truck... Ha! I work like sixteen hours a day... 
my place isn’t exactly-” 


“I’m happy wherever we are,” I tell him honestly, but I do 
feel kind of weird about doing what we’ve even done so far 
at my old school. It would be nice to take it someplace nice. 


“Hotel,” we both say at the exact same moment, realizing 
it’s the obvious solution to our present problem, which as 
far as I’m concerned, isn’t really a problem at all. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


O uinn 


“What are you doing?” Chelle asks me. 


I’ve gotten up, straightened my clothes and taken my phone 
out. 


“T have to call someone else to come in, it's a light duty job 
but I’m technically still the security here tonight, as well as 
an ex-teacher even though it’s on the house, unofficial.” I 
tell her, hearing how silly I sound when I say it out loud. 


The only thing I’ve secured is Chelle and me, and to be 
honest, that’s all I care about from now on. The other guys 
from the company I run can deal with the rest of tonight, 
and a few other jobs from here on I reckon. 


I call Brad, he’s always eager to do me a solid if I need it, 
and he readily agrees to come on down, keep an eye on 
things and lock up. I’m glad he wasn’t here for the Cindy 
episode, he’s a sucker for that sort of thing, which I most 
definitely am not. 


“We’ll have to wait until he gets here,” I tell Chelle, sensing 
she’s looking uneasy again. 


“Everything alright,” I start to say, then shake my head. 


“No. Fuck this, I’m not gonna ask you every five seconds if 
you’re alright, Chelle. I’m feeling what’s between us and 
I’m taking us someplace nice to make you mine. If that 
means balling you until sun up, great, or if it means 
spooning you while we watch reruns and eat rocky road ice- 
cream for the next two days I don’t care.” 


I feel my chest heaving once I’m done. I don’t mind if she 
wants to wait, but I need her to know that all her problems, 
past, present and future end here. Tonight. 


“You’re mine, now Chelle. Got it? And I’m yours. We’re a 
team.” 


And in the instant I look into her eyes again, I know what’s 
bothering her. 


The same thing that’s been eating me up at the back of my 
mind, even while I’ve been eating her up. 


Randy. 
Her dad. My oldest friend, my brother. 


Well. Foster brother. He was the only friend I had growing 
up in care as a kid myself. We had separate foster parents, 
but spent so much time at each other’s houses, it was the 
standard joke that we had two foster families each. 


I know how much Chelle means to Randy. I swore on my 
own life I’d look after her if anything ever happened, that 
was when she was a baby... all those years ago and we were 
really babies ourselves, just kids. It all feels so long ago but 
it’s still like yesterday. 


I know too how much Chelle loves her dad, he tells me 
every chance he gets, always boasting about his little girl 
and how he’s the luckiest foster dad alive, because he 
knows both sides of the life. 


“We’re not doing anything wrong,” I tell her. I pull her head 
to mine, resting our foreheads together as I stare into her 
eyes, knowing exactly what she’s thinking all of a sudden, 
knowing how much she doesn’t want to hurt her dad. 


“You’re a grown adult now. Twenty-one, right? And I’m... 
well. I’m a consenting adult, a man who knows what he 
wants, dammit!” I growl, registering the moment I’ll have to 
have it out with Randy. 


We both know he’s the only one who’ll have a problem with 
us, even though we’re not doing anything wrong, legally, 
biologically or otherwise. 


“It’s just confusing,” she says, her eyes getting glassy with 
tears. 


“I don’t feel bad with what we’re doing, I want this more 
than anything, please believe me on that point, Quinn. I 
want you so bad it hurts... But...” 


But. 


That word. I don’t want a bunch of but’s and what if’s to get 
in the way of our happiness and I don’t want to hurt Randy 
or Chelle either. 


It’s a catch-22 situation. 


“T’m gonna do whatever it takes to make you mine, Chelle. I 
swear it.” 


“I know you will,” she says, and she kisses me so gently, so 
tenderly I feel like my heart could break at just how much I 


want her, how much I wish I could show her right now. If 
that were even possible. 


“Can we just get out of here?” she asks, finally. And I agree 
eagerly. 


“T just have to wait for Brad, he’s not far away, plus I just 
have to let somebody know I’m going. Wilson will do. He 
should be giving his speech right about now, though.” 


I look at her, quizzing. 


“You sure you don’t want to stick around? There’s a slow 
dance at some point, I’m sure.” 


I’m not trying to be funny, but she pokes her tongue out at 
me and makes a sound, punching me in the ribs again, 
commenting how hard I always am. 


“Don’t you ever get soft?” she teases me. 
“Not around you,” tell her truthfully. 


“Well we have some time then, shall we wait out front or in 
here,” she asks me. 


“Out front is best, if I stay in here one more second with you 
I won’t be able to control myself,” I eye her all over again 
with satisfaction, watching her head bob in time with her 
hair. In time with the pulsing inside my jeans, in time with 
the thunder in my heart that’s powering it. 


We make our way back to the registration desk and I 
manage to catch Wilson’s attention as he comes out of the 
men’s room, on his way to give his speech. 


“Something’s come up,” I tell him factually, “one of my other 
men, Brad will be here momentarily... I’m sorry I couldn’t 
stay but duty calls.” I lie. 


I’d eat broken glass right now to get out of here with Chelle 
over my shoulder, but on my arm will have to do. 


Wilson’s disappointed I can’t stay, but he’s so wrapped up in 
his speech it’s a reasonably smooth exit for us once Brad 
arrives. 


I go over the details with him and leave him to do what he 
does best, his job. 


“Ah. Shoot!” Chelle says halfway to my truck. “I forgot my 
purse, it’s still in my car.” 


“Maybe we can take your car?” I suggest, holding her close 
to me as we make our way to the parking lot. 


One look at the white pillbox she calls a car and she looks 
back at me, up and down. 


“I don’t think you'll fit,” she says, smiling, “PU just get my 
bag,” and I glance around, making sure nobody else has the 
perfect view I do as she bends over inside the car, over the 
front seat. 


I take a few steps closer, positioning myself right behind 
that glorious ass, and grip her firmly by the hips, pulling 
her back onto my hardness. 


Fuck these hips... this ass... I’m in heaven... 


Her gasping moan, plus the heat I feel from her instantly is 
almost too much to bear and I consider taking her right 
there and then, out in the open but I remember our 
discussion and growling some more, I let her get up out of 
her car. 


“Can you see what you do to me, Chelle? I’m so fucking 
hard for you, I must have you,” I tell her, gripping her by 
the arms and kissing her hard on the mouth again. The 


open air, the silence of the parking lot, anywhere and 
anything with her in it just turns me into a wild animal. 


“Then take me someplace Quinn,” she whimpers, and I 
again notice her trembling. 


Trembling in the best way. 
Wanting to be taken more than just someplace. 


Taken by me, claimed as my very own. 


CHAPTER NINE 


( helle 


Do I feel bad for ditching all those people who hardly 
remember me from the reunion? 


Hell no. 


Most of them were nice, but I never had any real friends at 
school, college or any place for that matter. I remember 
Quinn, when he was my teacher but even though I had a 
crush I had no idea what other feelings, what other needs 
were attached to something like that once we get older. 


The fact he’s not only interested, but practically 
commanding me to be his is like the ultimate fantasy come 
true for me. 


Definitely glad I came to the reunion, but not bothered we 
didn’t stay. 


“T’ve got it,” he says, almost to himself, nodding while 
eyeing me up and down again before checking the car’s 
locked and I have everything I need. I’ve grabbed my 
overnight bag, a staple in my car. 


Bring a nurse, it’s a ‘you just never know’ situation when it 
comes to shifts and days on call. Fortunately I have some 
rostered time off, but I always carry a spare change of 
everything. 


Quinn’s impressed at my preparedness and he tells me so. 
“Why nursing?” he asks as we make our way to his truck, 
which I can just tell will be the biggest one in the lot, and it 
is. 


“T mean, there’s nothing wrong with nursing... far from it, I 
just thought...” 


“I know,” I hear myself groan, “I had the numbers for 
college, to do medicine, but...” and I trail off again at the 
memory of all the not so nice people in the world. 


“But what?” Quinn presses me, stopping and turning me to 
face him, brushing some stray hair back from my face 
again. 


“It was just too hard...” I stammer and fighting back some 
fresh tears at all the raw memories from college now. I just 
want us to go someplace far away from schools, from 
hospitals and most of all, from other people. 


“Let’s just go, Quinn. Just us, okay?” I ask him, almost 
pleading. 


He gives a firm nod and leads me by the hand to his truck, 
which is more the size of a boat, taking up two spaces and 
having its own steps to climb aboard. 


He unlocks it and helps me up, settling me in first before 
going around to the driver’s side and hoisting himself in, 
making the cab seem the size of my hatchback once he’s in 
it. 


I only notice how huge he is when he’s either close to me, 
or in something or next to something that gives a true sense 
of his scale compared to the rest of the world he moves in. 


I sigh dreamily, almost too loud which makes him look 
sideways at me. 


“We’ll go someplace nice,” he says, trying not to grin, “A 
client has this place... always bugging me to use it and he’s 
overseas for three months.” 


“T can’t wait,” I say excitedly, but I’d be happy anywhere 
with Quinn. 


Except my house, school, college or work... 


Once we get moving, the night lights bristling past us 
makes me forget everything. Quinn’s truck isn’t messy, 
there’s some papers here and there, a coffee mug in the 
console. Apart from that it looks brand new. 


“Its messy,” he growls to himself, and I can see his jaw 
flexing as he reads my mind some more. 


“T just wanted things to be perfect where you’re concerned, 
that’s all,” he says, relaxing some as I put my hand on his 
thigh, making him open his legs a little and giving me a 
much better view of just one of my favorite parts of him. 


“It is perfect.” I remind him, and we drive in silence for a 
time, enjoying just being close to each other, without the 
need to even speak and not feel awkward about it. 


I can tell Quinn wants wherever we’re going to be special, 
so I don’t ask about that. Checking my phone out of habit, I 
see a series of missed calls and texts from my dad, drawing 
a small groan from me. 


“What’s up?” Quinn asks, not even having to look over to 
know something’s definitely up. 


“Tt’s my dad, five calls and... seven texts.” 


He narrows his eyes but stays silent, focusing on the road 
ahead. 


Dad doesn’t worry, and he’s never one to really butt in. 
Except when I miss his calls and don’t answer texts. 


“T left my bag in the car, he’s just wanting to make sure I’m 
okay,” I tell Quinn innocently, noticing how he’s looking 
tense again, his jaw working overtime as his knuckles crack 
above the steering wheel. 


“TIl just text him, tell him I’m fine... that I forgot my phone.” 


Quinn just grunts, watching the road, but he glances over 
at me every time my eyes move away from him. 


My phone chimes seconds after I text my dad. 
Hi dad... made it alright... 
Where are you, honey? I was worried... AM WORRIED 


I don’t want to get too deep with dad right now, I’m kind of 
hoping Quinn and I can get to know each other 
uninterrupted for a while. I’ve got three days off work too 
and I know exactly how I’d like to spend them. 


I left my phone in the car, I’m OK. 


There’s a lag from dad’s end, which ordinarily wouldn’t 
bother me, but I just know he’s worried. 


I can feel it. 


A second later, we both jump as Quinn’s phone rings 
through loudly on his truck speakers. It’s dad, showing up 
on the display on the dash. 


Quinn sighs, his thick finger hovers over the answer button 
for a moment before he picks up. 


“Hey buddy,” he answers, sounding as calm as ever, nothing 
suspicious going on here... just driving your daughter to a 
secret location so I can claim her as my own...I’ve already 
chowed down on first course and now I’m gonna go hit a 
few home runs up inside her... 


“Quinn, how’s things down there at the... are you driving? I 
thought you were-” 


Quinn fills the sudden gap in dad’s conversation. 


“Yeah, I got Brad down at the school, something came up... 
I gotta go deal with it. A private client.” 


Dad’s silent but I can feel the tension. Both Quinn and my 
dad know each other well enough to spot the slightest tell 
when something isn’t as it should be. 


“You see Chelle?” my dad asks, a definite edge to his voice. 
Hard, almost mean. 


“Yeah... Yeah I saw Chelle... even had a run in with old 
Wilson Tucker there... he hasn’t changed a bit,” Quinn 
continues. 


I get the distinct impression Quinn could go on like this all 
night if dad wants to talk. I decide real early in the piece to 
keep as quiet as I can. 


Oh god... no... not now... 


Feeling smug about my new silence, I feel the distinct tickle 
suddenly brewing at the back of my sinuses. Not a sniff... 
not something a scratch will help soothe either. 


A sneeze is coming. 


Oh shit, not now... please god... NO! 


I sneeze. Not just a little kitten poof sneeze either. It feels 
like I’ve deviated my septum while learning the trombone in 
an amphitheater. 


Quinn’s face is deadpan, he plucks a Kleenex from a small 
box in the console, handing it to me in between his two fore 
fingers, which seem to be as tense as the rest of him. 


If fingers can flex, Quinn’s an ace at it. 
“Bless you,” my dad says sarcastically. 


I silently mouth the word ‘sorry’ to Quinn, but we both 
know it’s too late for that. 


“Quinn? Chelle? How ‘bout you tell me what’s going on, 
huh?” 


Quinn glances over to me, his eyes are intense, decisive. 
He’s already told me what he wants and I him, so I think 
we’re pretty clear about what we want, between us anyway. 


“T already called the school to see if Chelle made it there. 
Brad said he saw you leave with Chelle... So which is it? Are 
you working or are you driving my daughter home?” he 
asks, the strain of his patience about to break. 


CHAPTER TEN 


O uinn 


Brad’s just doing his job. 


If a friend of mine asks after his only daughter, Brad knows 
to tell him straight up. Especially if said dad is worried. 


I don’t play games though and I’m not gonna lie to Randy 
about Chelle and me, but I’m not gonna discuss it over the 
phone either. 


I know what’s coming once he finds out, which will be when 
I tell him. Man to man. 


I can take whatever he’s got to dish out over it. It’s nothing 
compared to what I’m gaining with Chelle. 


I glance over at Chelle, seeing if she wants to lie in my 
place, which she doesn’t. 


I’m proud of her for that. 


“TIl call you later dad, okay?” is all she says, the strain in 
her own voice is obvious and I can feel Randy from the 


other end of the phone. He’s not happy, but he’s also not 
going to get into anything serious over the phone while I’m 
driving, and neither am I. 


Not with the cargo I’m carrying. 
I’m taking no chances. 


“Alright, darlin’. But please, call me as soon as you can, 
alright?” 


Chelle opens her mouth to answer, but he’s already hung 
up. 


Chelle winces a little, then shrugs. It’s a little awkward 
between us after all that, but for all the reasons I never 
thought it would be 


“He'll come around...” Chelle says absently and I reach out 
to touch her. Anywhere right now, I don’t care. As long as I 
can touch her. 


I let my hand trace down her face and she takes my hand in 
hers, settling it in her lap with a devilish grin after we get a 
few more hundred yards down the road. 


I feel my hand getting warmer, and my own pulse quicken 
as Chelle makes some low sounds and shifts in her seat a 
little. 


“T’ve gotta drive, Chelle,” I warn her and she eases off her 
own throttle, but it’s too late for me. I’m as hard as oak all 
over again, half minded to pull over and just bend her over 
the front seat. 


Patience... She’s worth the wait and you know it. You need 
to give it to her like she deserves it. 


Like the Queen she really is. 


“How far is it?” she asks, her breath shaking a little as she 
tries to start a ‘normal’ conversation, making me smile 
again. 


“About an hour, it’s on the coast but that’s all I’m telling,” I 
Say. 


“Tell me more about your real estate and security business 
then, when did you stop teaching?” she asks dreamily, 
looking over at me and making me feel older than I’d like as 
I remember how long ago everything happened, even 
though it still feels like yesterday. 


“Well, once you left the school my life was over and I just 
couldn’t go on...” I register her look of horror and have to 
tell her I’m kidding. 


“T’m only joking, Chelle... but it did happen not long after 
you left the school. I had some health problems and got 
myself back into shape.” 


She looks over my body again. I like feeling her eyes on me. 
I don’t like to show off my muscles, but knowing Chelle is 
into them, it makes every ounce of sweat I shed to get them 
worth it. 


“T used some of my saving to buy into a real estate firm, 
doing some security system sales and guard services as 
part of a value added service. I worked my tail off for 
another few years until I could buy out the other partners, 
and the rest as they say...” 


“Ts history,” she chimes and claps her hands together and 
breathes in deeply. 


“I remember your class, I would just smell your cologne and 
couldn’t concentrate on any work. I had to do all my studies 
when I got home,” she giggles. 


I feel a little concerned, and ask her what she means. 


“Tve had a crush on you since I can remember,” she says 
and I feel a jolt of apprehension, then gently remind myself 
that nothing happened when I was Chelle’s teacher. We’re 
all consenting adults now. 


I’m glad for that. I remember her as a student, sure. But 
with dozens in each class, it’s easy to see them all as the 
same animal after a while. 


“What’s wrong?” she asks, noticing my apprehension. 


“Just an old teacher’s conscience. We have a pretty hefty 
duty of care. It’s something I’ve transplanted to the real 
estate business. 


“I’m sure you had boyfriends though, growing up.” I hear 
myself saying, feeling my hands grip the wheel tighter 
again, my jaw tightening at the mere thought of anyone 
going anywhere near her. 


“Nope.” She announces proudly. “One benefit of being so 
big, no guy would ever want to come near me, still don’t,” 
she muses and I feel my head shaking. 


“Will you cut that out?” I ask her firmly, really meaning it. 
Her face falls a little but I have to say something, I’ve heard 
enough. 


“All this self-hate speech, can you hear it, Chelle? It’s almost 
like you want to bully yourself, picking up where those 
other bitches left off.” 


She turns away, looking out the window and I know I’ve said 
too much. I’ve taken it too far, but it kills me to hear her put 
herself down like this. 


I reach out for her again, but she moves her hand over to 
herself, collecting another Kleenex on the way. 


I feel worse now for upsetting her, but I can’t have, I won’t 
have her putting herself down non-stop. 


“T suppose we can’t all be as perfect as you,” she sniffs, real 
hurt in her voice but I don’t mind. I need her to know she 
shouldn't put herself down. 


“Chelle... I’m sorry to speak plainly, but what I mean is, 
you’ve got no reason to be so-” 


“Look at me, Quinn!” She shouts, her red eyes snapping 
around to grab mine in the rear view mirror. 


“Do you think I want to be so heavy? Do you think I woke up 
one day and thought how good I’d feel to be so big? I’m not 
putting myself down. I’m just being honest, realistic.” 


I decide to give her a minute, to simmer down and I sure as 
hell don’t want to upset her. I’ve put my big foot in it 
enough for one night, I think. First Randy, now Chelle to 
boot. 


“T meant what I said,” I murmur, noticing her pretending to 
ignore me, taking the exit to the coast we slow down a little, 
making things feel calmer straight away. 


“T said I meant it...” I repeat with a sly grin. 


“You meant what?” she sniffs, not even looking up at me 
now. 


“About your ass being the finest I’ve ever seen... and I have 
to say, the rest of you is definitely to my liking. Just saying.” 


I feel better when I see the corner of her mouth turning up. 


“What about the rest of me?” she asks, forcing herself to 
pout still, but trying not to smile again. 


“Your hips... your hair. Your breasts... Your eyes, your 
smile... the way you pretend to be mad.” 


“Alright, stop it,” she says, swinging wide to punch my arm, 
which I make out is mortally wounded. 


“TIl stop whining about my size if you stop calling yourself 
old every five minutes,” she says sharply. 


“Touché,” I concede, remembering I’ve had a few digs, just 
as many at myself as she has tonight. 


“Tt just pains me to hear it Chelle. I’d wanna clobber anyone 
who said something like that to you, so when I hear it from 
your own mouth...” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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“What happened?” Quinn asks, taking my hand and 
squeezing it again, “at college, why’d you really drop out. I 
know you got into medicine, your dad told me... he was so 
proud. I’m proud of you” 


I feel embarrassed that I’ve been caught out, but I said it all 
so automatically at the reunion, I’d never lie to Quinn, not 
intentionally. 


“T can listen and drive y’know,” he says, winking at me from 
the rear view mirror and I know I’m cornered, but in a good 
way. 


“T feel like I could tell you anything anyway,” I say, voicing 
my only thought as I exhale loudly. 


“You can, and you will.” Quinn says, giving me a firm but 
friendly cue to start my tale. 


“T didn’t even want dad to know that I’d got into college. 
The medicine scholarship was a big deal, totally left field 
and not something I thought I’d get.” 


“Chelle...” he warns me again, furrowing his brow and only 
easing it when I ease up on my own version of myself in the 
Story. 


“I won’t be too down on myself, I promise,” I tell Quinn, 
“but, there’s so many things that made it hard, harder than 
it already was. There was one couple there, sweethearts 
from a private school someplace, rich. I think they might 
have actually been related, but anyway...” 


I watch Quinn’s brows raise and shiver at the thought of 
college all over again. It’s all still so fresh. So raw. 


Literally. 


The truck dips a little as we leave the paved road, Quinn 
lets me know it’s a private road, a short cut around to 
where we’re headed. He urges me on with his eyes. 


“There’s really not much to tell, but these two, Sam and 
Tracy, they were like carbon copies of those girls from high 
school. Just the older versions. I knew as soon as I got to the 
college that they were gonna have it in for me. The snide 
comments, the trays of donuts piled four high at my desk 
whenever we had class, even the dean had words with 
them, but they had so much money... old money, all tied up 
in the college itself that they thought they could run the 
place. They practically did.” 


“To think, people like that can even become doctors,” Quinn 
growls, and I can tell he’s already got his back up even 
though he’ll never meet them. 


“The little pranks and side comments got worse. We had a 
group project for the term, and of course, the terrible 
twins, that’s what I called them. They picked me and the 
rest of the class just watched on as they started to make my 
whole life a living hell from that moment on.” 


I go quiet for a moment, not even sure I want to tell this 
story, let alone relive it for Quinn’s sake. I can see how 
worked up he’s getting just thinking about other people 
wronging me, it feels like we’re torturing ourselves over 
nothing, over the past. 


“Tt’s silly,” I tell him. “Let’s talk about something else... this 
is too morbid, you were supposed to be sweeping me off my 
feet, not bringing us down with my stupid past.” 


“T just want to know, Chelle. I need to know, to understand.” 
He says, looking ahead, not taking his eyes off the road, 
gripping the wheel tight again, the whites of his knuckles 
shining in the dim light of the truck’s cab. 


“One night, we were all in the lab and I was asked to go get 
something from the big fridge they have down there, full of 
chemicals as well as the odd cadaver for experiments. Well, 
Sam was waiting in the shadows and his partner Tracy 
locked us in. No big surprise there, but I didn’t know he 
was in there and he... then he...” I can’t bring myself to 
even go on saying it, the whole memory is just too terrible. 


“Go on,” Quinn urges me firmly. “You'll feel better once you 
tell someone, I promise.” 


I take a shaky breath in and close my eyes tight, it really 
feels like I’m stepping into that fridge again, the truck’s 
gotten colder and the darkness outside as well as inside 
makes me feel it all over again. 


“Sam, he was hiding behind the trolley with a cadaver on it 
and when I turned to leave, Tracy locked the door from the 
outside and turned off the lights. I screamed a little, but 
realized what was going on. Then Sam picked up this 
body... a torso really, and he grabbed me with it from 
behind, I can still feel it’s arms and hands, the head all over 
me... it was horrible.” 


“Bastards,” Quinn growls, shaking his head. 


“But that’s not it, Quinn. That’s not why I left. Sam had 
some sort of seizure while he was laughing and hollering, in 
the end I begged Tracey to let us out but she thought it was 
all part of the joke. We were locked in there for an hour 
before she opened the door, and by that time Sam, he was 
in a really bad way... he never recovered fully. Some kind of 
brain injury.” 


“Got what he deserved if you ask me,” Quinn snarls, and 
there was a time I would’ve agreed with him. 


“They blamed me for everything, of course. I was taken 
before the Dean, the rich parents demanding an 
explanation for the tragedy. I had to quit, it was spelled out 
for me. When I tried to tell the truth, I was called a liar, and 
worse.” 


I shiver again, not feeling any better for telling anyone, but 
I wouldn’t have told anyone if it wasn’t for Quinn being so 
insistent. 


“So I took a few month’s off, I told my dad it was just the 
pressure. If he knew, my god... there would’ve been a 
horrible mess. I waited some, then applied to do my nursing 
training online, going to the local hospital for the 
internship. Luckily I had friendly faces there... no bullies, so 
here I am.” 


Quinn stays quiet. Brooding, I can tell. We hit bitumen again 
and before long the road arcs around into a small bay with 
a marina. A tall, multi-story condo complex looms up like a 
shadow, with only three top floors lit up. 


“Here we are...” Quinn announces somberly, shutting off 
the engine and I can’t wait for him to hold me, feeling like I 
need to be close to him now more than ever. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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I want to do more than just hold her and I tell her so. 
Hearing how cruel some people can be doesn’t surprise me, 
and I know Chelle can look after herself, but it still makes 
me mad I missed out on being there for her. 


“Let’s get you inside,” I tell her, lightening the mood with a 
kiss and whispering where I want to pick up where we left 
off. 


“Right where we left off...” I remind her, “I insist...” and she 
nods greedily. Returning my kiss and pumping me back to 
full attention through my jeans. 


“Where are we though?” she asks as I help her step down 
from the truck. 


“A new condo development. The top floor’s ours... for 
tonight anyway, and as long as you want afterwards... up to 
three months,” I correct myself, remembering the state of 
my own apartment and realizing it doesn’t matter but it’s 
best to have Chelle someplace way nicer. 


Chelle giggles, and cranes her neck, straining to see in the 
darkness the full details of the building. The marina’s 
almost vacant, but has a few smaller boats berthed, a 
fenced off area has the remnants of the construction 
process. 


“Owner’s overseas, drumming up prospective buyers,” I tell 
her, waving a keycard under her nose before scooping her 
up into my arms, making her squeal out loud in surprise. 


I let my eyes adjust and make my way up to the main 
entrance, making a deep satisfied sound as I feel her bosom 
press into my chest and her ass firmly in my hand, her 
thighs resting on the other. 


“Carrying me over the threshold?” she jokes and I feel 
myself growing serious again. 


I will, one day. Soon too, I’ll see to that. 


Seeing my expression, Chelle blushes, then gives me a little 
squeeze, telling me with her body that she’s ready. I know 
She is. I sure as hell know I am too. 


“Oooh! My bag, I don’t wanna forget it twice,” she says, 
almost apologizing and I turn us around, heading back to 
the truck. I hold her up easily, opening the truck and 
fetching her bag as well as my own. 


“There,” I say, pecking her cheek. “I carry a spare 
everything too, sometimes I get called out on overnight or 
two day jobs without time to even... well. Without time to 
even scratch myself...” 


“You can Say it, y'know.” She teases me, but I don’t want to. 


“Without time to even shit?” she says for me, and we both 
laugh a little. It’s worth it to see her smiling again and I 
press the elevator button after swiping us in, the fresh 


smell of the place is a little overpowering but once we get 
upstairs it’s like the penthouse suite of a five star hotel. 


I want to carry her straight through to the bedroom, the 
ache in my jeans is getting painful now, I decided enough is 
enough long ago and now I want to claim what’s mine, but 
that view though. I know we should take it in some, there’s 
plenty of time. 


A lifetime. 


I move over to the balcony doors, still enjoying carrying her, 
when she clears her throat. 


“Ahem... Jeez? Where are you going, bedroom’s thatta way, 
isn’t it? By all accounts I owe you one cherry and you owe 
me one right royal stuffing, mister.” 


I feel my heart jump, the thrill of hearing her talk like that, 
plus the relief it brings, knowing Ill have her sooner rather 
than later makes me growl with delight. 


I get us to the main bedroom, which is made up, untouched 
and immaculately clean. I look into her eyes deeply, then 
toss her down onto the bed as I start to tear my clothes off, 
then I see the bravado, the bluff disappear from her again. 


“Chelle?” 


“Lights?” she murmurs, looking up at me furtively, and I get 
on my knees by the bed, leaning over on my elbows. 


“We can turn the lights off, sure,” I tell her. “But...” 


“But?” she asks, and I hear her gulping, turning a deeper 
flush of pink. 


“But I want to see you, Chelle, all of you. And I want you to 
see me too. I want to look at you, touch you... Do I need to 
spell it out?” 


She looks down at the bedspread, twirling her finger 
around the embroidered pattern. 


“It’s like I said before, Quinn. Not everyone has a perfect 
body, not everyone wants to have themselves on display.” 


I understand, I do, but I don’t care about that. I just want 
what’s mine now. I’ve tasted Chelle and I’ve felt enough, 
seen enough already to know that this man who knows 
what he wants has come to cash in his chips. 


I feel my eyes narrowing, not in anger or disappointment. I 
just want to prove my point, literally. 


I start to undress, kicking my boots off, then peeling my 
shirt off and finally getting down to business. I feel the 
freedom of the weight of my cock released as I lower my 
jeans, pulling my legs out of them one at a time, taking my 
time now so Chelle can see everything. 


She tries to look away, but I know she’s transfixed, she 
wants my body as much as I want hers. Now she can see I 
have nothing to hide. 


“Here I am, Chelle... all of me and I’ve got scars and stretch 
marks, hairs, all sorts going on over here if you’d care to 
take a look. No, I’m not perfect and neither are you... 
neither is anyone but I’m damn well gonna wait here until I 
can have you all to myself ” 


I can feel my chest heaving, my thickness bobbing back up 
to full attention as I look upon Chelle, sitting up on the bed, 
her own chest expanding and contracting in time with her 
labored breaths, but then I see the silver of tears in her 
eyes again and she darts from the bed to the bathroom, 
closing the door firmly behind her. 


The lock drawing in the latch telling me she wants to be 
alone. 


I punch the air in front of me, furious that I’ve been so 
forward, angry at myself that I’ve made Chelle feel bad, 
when I only thought it would have the opposite effect, to see 
me naked in the full light. Not something I thought would 
even matter, because when I look at Chelle I see perfection, 
nothing less. 


I look out across the view, which is really just some black on 
black with a few pinpoints of light, when my heart leaps as I 
hear the bathroom door opening. 


The lights dim, but stays lit as I see her perfect form in the 
reflection behind me, she’s walking out slowly, cautiously 
towards me, fully naked. 


I can feel myself stiffen to the point of twitching at the 
thought of her nakedness touching mine. I want to turn 
around, but I let her come to me. 


We can play it her way for now. In time, she’ll grow to love 
herself, to be as free with herself as I want her to be. As 
accepting of herself as I know she can be, if she just has the 
right encouragement. If she just has the right teacher. 


“Are you naked?” I ask her in a firm tone, and I watch her 
eyes flash in the reflected glass in front of me, her head 
pumping slowly, her thighs pressing together as she moves 
them, standing on the balls of her feet making a slight 
sound as her breath catches. 


n 


“T’m so wet, Quinn... 
stay facing the window. 


she stammers, but I force myself to 


“Show me.” I command her, “Let me feel how wet I make 
you... how wet you are for me,” and I feel her moving up 
behind me, our bodies so close I can feel her warmth and it 
makes my jaw clench as I fight the urge to turn, to take her 
right now. 


To claim her in one swift movement. 


But this, this suspense and thrill of having her so close, so 
wet right behind me. Me telling her what to do, I can tell 
she’s getting off on it as much as I am, maybe more. 


I feel her cool fingers wrap around the heat of my left hand, 
gently pulling it back towards herself and instantly placing 
it right on her streaming wet hole, which I fill with two 
fingers up to my first knuckle, making her gasp a sharp 
breath in. 


I can feel the room shifting as I get light headed. I’ve never 
been so close to coming in my life, my whole body feels like 
the blood has drained right to my cock, aching for her, 
willing her to touch it next. Aching to be inside her. 


“Am I wet enough?” she shudders, “Wet enough for you to 
take me now?” 


I growl, moving my head in a slow nod, making sure to keep 
my eyes on hers in the reflection of the window as I bring 
my fingers up to my mouth, sniffing her first before tracing 
her sweetness across my lips, then tasting her with my 
tongue, nodding with another low growl of approval. 


“Quinn,” she whimpers, and I can see her whole body 
shaking behind me, struggling to stay upright. 


She lets out another gasping moan and I turn to catch her 
as her legs buckle, her naked breasts pushing into my body 
and making me groan with pleasure at the touch of her full 
nudity against mine. 


Our skin on skin, finally. 


She’s so close to coming, I can feel it, and I’m not too far 
behind either, but I don’t want this to be a one stroke 
wonder. I want to please my woman all night. 


And I intend to do just that. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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I’ve never known anything like this. My whole body feels 
like it’s about to explode if he touches me, and when his 
fingers go up inside me I can’t control anything anymore. 


But I want him to know I’m ready, I ask him if I’m ready and 
he agrees. 


His huge body takes all of mine in one movement, lifting me 
up and onto the bed, gently placing me down, my legs 
automatically widening for Quinn. 


I can’t speak, only make these sounds and pull him towards 
me. My hands behind his thick, strong neck which pulses 
with his pounding heartbeat, fueling the hardness I crave 
inside me. 


“You'll be mine forever, Chelle, understand?” he asks me, 
and I nod firmly, whining now. Little sounds that try to tell 
him I can’t take much more of this if he doesn’t do 
something. If he doesn’t take me right now. 


With both his huge arms like trunks on either side of my 
body, I feel his hot smoothness at my opening and I take 
both hands, lightly sliding his wetness over my own as he 
gently starts to guide his thick rod into me, making me gasp 
at first, then purr as I feel his heat joining mine. 


Slowly he presses into me, his own groans of pleasure and 
twitching body tell me he’s trying to hold off his own climax 
until he’s pleasured me fully, until he’s claimed me properly. 


My hands move over his hard body, each ridge of his 
muscles, the roundness of his own solid curves as they 
press into my own. My thighs blend with his and as he 
pushes full into me with a single thrust I grab hold of his 
steel buns, pulling him all the way onto me and making me 
shudder instantly. 


I’m gushing already, unable to stop the force he’s unleashed 
and I see his own eyes widen, staring into mine with a smile 
of satisfaction. Finally delivering the feeling he’s been 
aching to share with me since we met. 


“Holy shit!” I gasp, feeling my whole body tensing again, 
unable to control the shudder as it passes through me, the 
current from Quinn up inside me has ignited a chain 
reaction, starting in a new center of pleasure, radiating out 
from deep inside me across my whole body and into his. 


I feel Quinn’s weight on me, which grounds me, bringing 
me back into my body. His hips are like swivels in my hands 
as one of his huge hands grips my hip, pulling me further to 
him with each stroke. 


“Ts this how you like it?” he asks me, grinning with delight, 
and I can tell it’s exactly how he likes it, my body melting 
into his as he pounds me with a new intensity as it registers 
that I like it hard as well as soft. 


“Uh huh,” I shudder another gasp, writhing under him, 
feeling his thickness increase to a new level as I feel 
another climax rising already. 


Turning his attention to my chest as it eaves up and down 
between us, Quinn takes a whole pebbled nipple into his 
mouth, sucking greedily and then biting down on it, making 
me scream with pleasure. 


He knows the exact amount of firmness I need, along with 
the amount of tenderness, but his bite is something I 
respond to instantly, sending me racing towards another 
ascent on the climax train. 


His growls and grunts, his fast movements along with his 
rippling muscular body are a sensation that I know I'll 
never match and tell me, I’ll always be his. 


“T want this... forever...” I cry, feeling my nails claws into his 
back, drawing a wild sound from him as he thrusts deeper 
still, his cock pulsing inside me as he gasps, then swears my 
name, squeezing me so tight and grinding a single nipple 
with his thumb and forefinger as I feel my own release in 
time with his. 


Looking into each other’s eyes, we both know we’ve found 
it. That thing, that feeling and place we’ve been searching 
for our whole lives. We’ve stopped being Quinn and Chelle, 
we’re something else. Something new and fantastic. 


Something magical. 


With no thoughts other than the feeling between us, we 
both float, suspended on this cloud as we share the most 
intense and special feeling. The only moment I want to last 
forever isn’t even a wish or a desire. I’ve found the truth of 
my existence and it can only be so when it’s joined with 
another, with Quinn. 


I feel tears coming, as well as laughter, but there’s a 
stronger rush bubbling up inside me. A real sense of excited 
calm as I realize I’ve found the one and he’s found me. 
We’re not lost anymore. 


I’m home and so is Quinn. 


He’s holding himself up over me again, his arms flexing 
under his own weight, but I know he wants to stay inside 
me and I want that too. 


“You’re not going anywhere mister,” I manage, clenching 
him tighter with my internal muscles. 


“And neither are you,” he whispers gently, kissing me 
deeply, and I taste the first time we share a kiss as 
ourselves. Us. 


A couple. Forever. 


I feel him pulse inside me some more, making me squirm 
with delight as I feel his warmth inside me, his power and 
strength outside while his seed is where it should be. 


I suddenly realize just how much I want Quinn every second 
of every day, and not just the man, but our family. The one I 
know we'll both create. 


Hopefully, starting right now. 


“A little soon for baby names, isn’t it?” he asks, grinning as 
he reads my mind, making me smile knowingly. 


“T love you, Quinn. Is it too soon for that?” I ask, knowing it 
isn’t. 


“It’s never too soon for that,” he says and kisses me again 
as I feel his thickness moving inside me again, readying me 
for more of the same as he gets hard for me again. 


“See what you do to me?” he murmurs, and I moan aloud, 
sighing at just how perfect everything’s been, how perfect 
Quinn is and how much I want tonight to never end. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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I’ve never slept so peacefully. Not waking up once and 
pretty sure I was smiling the whole time too. My arm’s 
under Chelle, having played big spoon all night but I don’t 
mind. I could have her anywhere on me forever and love 
every second of it. 


I reluctantly slide out from under her, nature calling me to 
do something else but I know where I’d rather stay all day if 
I could. 


The view is a view now, and I take it in after I watch her 
turn in her sleep, the slight smile still on her lips telling me 
I did good. 


I got what I wanted and I intend to keep her that way, 
happy and satisfied for the rest of our days, starting today. 


I pull the door closed a little, deciding to see if I can find us 
both some breakfast while she sleeps in. It’s not early, far 
from it and I have a swell of missed calls and texts already 
waiting for me, making me groan but it’s no surprise really. 


I got my prize, Chelle. I can let someone else take care of 
all this today... I wonder if Brad’s up. 


I deliberately ignore the messages from Randy. 
I'll deal with him when needs must, but not this morning. 


There’s coffee to make but the rest of the kitchen is pretty 
bare of supplies. The owner’s away for three months, so just 
a few things but still enough to make a start to the day. 


Long life milk, cereal and coffee. Hardly the Ritz Carlton, 
but if I can share it with Chelle, it’s the tastiest thing 
around, except for her that is. 


My cell phone pulses again, it’s Brad. I have to get him at 
some point, and there’s no time like the present. 


“Brad.” I clip, surprising myself at how serious I sound. I 
feel great. 


“Mr. Quinn,” Brad still calls me Mr. no matter how many 
times I tell him not to, it’s part of his upbringing I think. 


“...Sorry to bug you, just wanted to check in. We’ve had a 
lot of inquiries so far today... biggest one being” 


“Randy Baker,” I say, stopping him short and breathing 
loudly, looking up at the ceiling. 


“TIl deal with him, what else?” I ask, and there’s plenty else. 
Seems like the one day Quincy Quinn wants off, the whole 
world wants a piece of him. 


“Brad, how’d things go last night.” 
“All great sir.” 


“How’d you feel about picking up this next lot of inquiries, 
all on your own? It’s time you held the ropes for a time, 
Brad. Lord knows you’ve learned them long enough.” 


“Yes Sir!” Brad says excitedly and I grin to myself. 


I should’ve let the boy take the reins long ago, but I had 
nothing else to occupy my time. 


Until now. 


“TIl text you the address, you can come pick up some stuff I 
have in the truck, you’ll need it for those quotes... alright, 
see you in about an hour.” 


With Brad all sorted, I finish making Chelle and I breakfast. 
I push the thought of her dad, Randy away again. It hurts 
me to do it, but I have to, just for now. 


He’s my best friend, but it’s also why I’m putting him off. I 
know exactly how he’s gonna react and I just want a little 
more time with Chelle before watching the Randy volcano 
go off. 


I nearly bump into Chelle as she comes out of the bathroom 
adjoining the bedroom, she’s heading straight back to bed 
which is perfect. It’s where she belongs, for a while at least. 


“I made us something to eat, all I could salvage from an 
empty kitchen,” I tell her, setting the tray down and making 
a beeline for her body which she’s trying to cover with the 
covers. 


Slipping my hands under them, I grab hold of her, pulling 
her closer to me as I lean over her to kiss her. 


“Still shy, huh?” I ask her, noticing her blush but knowing 
not to press the point, she’ll come around eventually. I know 
she will. 


Just as well though, I know one thing for sure. I don’t want 
anyone else seeing her anywhere near naked. 


Not for any other reason that what she’s got belongs to me 
now, and I don't feel like sharing Chelle, not with anyone, 
even just looking. 


“How’d you sleep?” I ask her, noticing how quiet she is. 


“Did my dad call you?” she asks and I feel the same awful 
knot coming back into my stomach. It makes me tense up 
and clench my jaw. I love Randy, but not when he’s being 
the protective father to the one I just claimed for my own. 


I guess he’s only trying to protect her time to hand over 
the reins though Randy... my turn now... 


“Yeah. I got some missed calls, texts... I had a lot of calls 
and texts. Today’s busy.” I tell her, not meaning to sound so 
gruff, but she takes it that way and draws the covers up, 
looking awkwardly at the door. 


“T thought we could spend today together though,” I add, 
trying to set her mind at ease, “Brad’s gonna swing by and 
take my case load off my hands... just some quotes and 
stuff.” 


She strains a smile, “I'd like that.” 
“But?” I ask, sensing there’s something else. 


She sighs loudly, letting her hands fall down to her sides, 
the covers sliding with them, exposing her chest to the 
morning air. 


I feel my brow, and other parts of me start to go up 
instantly, and grin wide when she doesn’t move to cover 
herself. 


Showing Quinn what he likes... I love that, Chelle. Thanks... 


I’m only in my boxers, but it’s pretty clear the effect she has 
on me within a few seconds and before long we both forget 


what we were just talking about. 


“Hungry?” I ask her, peeling down the front of my boxers, 
letting my stiffness sprig out again. 


“Starving,” she tells me, licking her lips and pulling the 
covers back, signaling me to join her, which I do in a 
heartbeat. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
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Lying back with Quinn breathing heavy next to me after 
giving me the perfect climax not once, but two more times 
in a row, I can’t help but feel a little spoiled. 


And hungry. 


I skipped dinner and my usual before bed snacks, and feel 
light headed from hunger as well as from all the romance 
I’ve had since last night. 


I sit up, noticing how much I’m still trembling and set 
myself on the edge of the bed. 


I jump a little when I feel Quinn’s warm hand on my back, 
but relax back into it, savoring every second of his touch. I 
don’t mind him seeing me naked now, not as much anyway. 


“You hungry?” I ask, turning to see him smiling dreamily, 
and I have to make sure I specify what for. 


“For soggy cereal and cold coffee, I mean.” I say, and we 
both stifle a laugh. 


“TIl make a fresh pot,” he says, groaning as he lifts himself 
out of bed and I marvel again at how muscular he is, for any 
man. Not just a man who's as old as my dad, which isn’t 
very old anyway. 


“Well, I feel it this morning,” he says, touching my head 
with his lips as he passes by me, reading my mind again like 
I’m saying my thoughts. 


“There’s long life juice too, d’ya want some?” he calls out 
over his shoulder, but the sound of the intercom buzzing 
distracts us both. 


Ducking his head back in the room, then his whole body, 
Quinn slips on his boxers again before grabbing a light robe 
from the closet, tossing me over one too. 


“That’ll be Brad. I’ll just be a minute... you can wait here if 
you want,” he tells me casually. But I can’t help giving him a 
look. 


“Are you ashamed of me or something?” I ask, half-smiling 
but he can tell it’s a serious question. 


The buzzer sounds again, and Quinn takes the time to sit on 
the bed beside me to explain. 


“I don’t want anyone seeing you half dressed, because if 
they felt even a fraction of how you make me feel, there’s no 
telling what I’d have to do to them.” 


I feel the corner of my mouth lifting a little, “Alright, but can 
I come out in my robe?” I say and he growls with 
disapproval. 


I just sigh than shrug, slipping my robe on and start to 
explore the remote to the huge TV at the opposite end of 
the room, which is almost as big as the whole wall. 


Quinn closes the door, but leaves a tiny gap and buzzes 
Brad up. Brad notices his state of half undress, asking if 
everything’s okay. 


“Tm fine,” he tells him proudly, “Never better.” 


I watch Brad through the gap in the door. He’s a younger 
guy, smaller than Quinn, but who isn’t? 


Quinn catches me looking out the gap as I sit on the bed, his 
eyes narrow, going from Brad back to me and he strides 
over, fully closing the door gently, making me wonder if he 
really doesn’t want Brad to see me at all, robe or not. 


I could think a thousand things, but I could also take a hot 
shower, which is what I’m feeling more like doing. 


My bag’s on the floor by the window and I’m glad I have a 
fresh change of everything on hand. 


Standing at the huge window, looking out over the sandy 
bay next to the marina, I think how lucky the owner is. I 
wonder what it would be like to live in a place like this full- 
time. 


It’s a little far from everything, but look at that view... Plus, 
would I really want a beach full of people looking at me 
through my windows in the summer? 


I sigh to myself again, I’m always picking the worst option 
for everything when it comes to me and my life. I remind 
myself I’ve got Quinn now and things are looking so much 
better after just one night. Aren’t they? 


Hell yes I’d live here! I love the view and could get up 
earlier to drive to work... if I ever lived in a place like this. 


I check my phone, remembering where I do live right now, 
with my dad and I feel a little jolt in my stomach when I see 
there’s no messages from him today. 


No calls. No messages, yet Quinn said he had quite a few 
from dad already. 


I don’t need to think too hard to know what my dad’s 
thinking, or that there’s still that icky feeling to be dealt 
with, and soon. 


I’ll have to get my car at some point, should really do that 
today and will definitely call dad once I have a shower. 


After lunch at the latest. 
I’ll see how I feel after a shower. 


My god, the time! It’s after ten on a weekday. I know I have 
some days off but I try not to waste too much of the time I 
have off. Quinn’s instantly my new exception and once 
again, I find my brain wanting to go for the ‘what if?’ pile in 
the chain of events calendar, spinning like a pinwheel in my 
mind. 


What if he just wants me to go home now and that’s it? 


He said you were his forever now, dummy. Just relax and go 
have a shower. 


But what if... 


What if you smell so bad nobody will love ya, now get in the 
shower. 


The shower, like the whole place, is brand new and huge. 
Immaculate. And like the TV, it takes some figuring out, 
although I gave up on the TV after a few tries. 


The water’s just right with some adjustment, and in no time 
I feel so at home I even hum a few bars of my favorite 
shower tunes, but stop short of giving a concert into the 
loofah, which is at my place anyway. 


I stop for a second, hearing what sounds like raised voices. 
But it could be anything, I tell myself. Maybe the TV went on 
after all, or Quinn might’ve put some music on. I forget 
about it and carry on enjoying my shower, half-wishing I 
brought my loofah after all. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
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As soon as I see Chelle through the door, my eyes go to 
Brad. He’s about her age, I guess and although he hasn’t 
seen her, something in me feels like snapping his neck just 
for being alive. For breathing the same air as my woman. 


Do I feel threatened by Brad? 
No. 


But I don’t want him even getting a hint of the treasure I’ve 
got, my treasure in the next room. 


He can do what he’s paid for, his job and then he can leave. 


“T’ve got some files down in the truck, Il get those for you 
before you leave,” I tell him. 


“T just got here, boss... you sure you’re okay? You seem a 
little... wound up.” He says, and I notice how calm Brad is 
compared to my own state which does feel somewhat tense 
all of a sudden. 


“Just too much coffee,” I pretend, telling myself Brad’s a 
good guy, and he has to be. He’s the one who'll be doing all 
the work from now on so I can stay home with my new 
Queen. 


Home... Hmmm. Maybe not my apartment, I won’t take her 
there, just yet... 


“So,” I continue, “there’s some quotes for security service 
installations, plus a prospect for the office space downtown 
I wanted you to follow up on today.” 


We both hear the shower from the bathroom and I notice 
Brad’s attentive look migrate towards me with a wry smile. 
He nods knowingly, narrowing his eyes and starts to wag a 
finger at me. 


“Ooohh... Sorry Mr. Quinn. I get it now... I’ll just get those 
files and get going, I know you probably have some other 
things planned today,” he says with a wink. 


My face is a question. Whatever he thinks I’m doing today is 
none of his business. 


“Long as it’s not that porker I saw you give a lift to last 
night, eh? What was all that about. I know you could do 
much better, Mr. Q. Oh! Reminds me, her dad came by the 
office first thing, looked like he hadn’t slept in a week. I 
know you said he’s a friend and all, but jeez! He’s a wacko.” 


I notice him stop once I hear myself growling, feeling like 
my whole body’s a wound up spring. 


“What’d you just say?” I ask him, taking a menacing step 
towards him, watching him gulp as he realizes that ‘porker’ 
is indeed the one I shared my bed with last night. 


Our bed. 


“T... I didn’t mean anything by that Mr. Quinn, just mucking 
around, honest... you can sleep with whoever you want.” 


He’s backing away but he’s backed himself into more than 
just the corner of the kitchen. I feel my hands, fists now and 
only one thing needs doing, but I take a second, wondering 
if I really need to beat the dog who’s going to do all my 
barking from now on. 


“Chelle, if you must know,” I growl just loud enough for him 
to hear, “Is my woman, Brad. Mine! And I won’t have you or 
anyone saying anything other than hello and goodbye to 
her, understood? If you can’t get that through your thick 
head, I can help it some, with one of these,” I snarl, showing 
him a gnarled fist near his face, watching him recoil and 
stammer more apologies. 


“Now, Ill get those files for you and you can go about your 
day. You do want the job, don’t you Brad?” I ask him, 
glancing at the bedroom door again, making double sure he 
doesn’t catch any sight of Chelle, his eyes aren’t even 
worthy enough. 


He pumps his head in a submissive nod. “I do, Mr. Quinn 
and again. I’m real sorry... it won’t happen again, I promise. 
I’m sorry!” 


I thought he was deeper than that, but I guess I was wrong. 
He can run a few errands, see some clients over the next 
few days, but Brad’s not the man I thought he was, calling 
my woman a porker. I should break his arm. 


It takes me a minute to simmer down. Brad tells me he’s 
never seen me so mad and I remind him I’m not even mad... 
yet, and it’s best if he never makes it that way, especially 
when it comes to my woman. 


We make our way down to my truck, and making sure the 
door to the building’s secured behind us, I get him his client 
files and some promo gear for the security systems we sell, 
price and order sheets and what not, everything in my bag, 
short of the bag itself basically. 


He keeps his head pumping, nodding in agreement to 
anything and everything I tell him now, and I figure I have 
to at least give him a chance to prove himself with the job 
and to put what just happened behind us, for now at least. 


But if he looks at her, even says one word more than hello 
or goodbye... 


“I won’t let you down, Mr. Quinn. And I am sorry about 
before, I shouldn’t have said anything like that, I learned a 
lot just now, about a lot of things, so thanks...” 


I feel myself scowling, but I shake his hand and see him off, 
eager to return inside to my Chelle, to the day ahead and 
every day together after that. That’s my plan anyway. 


I make my way up, shaking off what Brad said, thanking his 
lucky stars for him that I didn’t clobber him. Chelle’s 
hanging out the front door in her robe when I step out of 
the elevator, and I smile as she comes trotting over to me, 
arms out and I only feel she’s safe once I hold her close to 
me again. 


“T saw Brad leave from the window,” she tells me. “Am I 
allowed out in my robe now?” She teases, and I adjust it for 
her, keeping it done right up. 


“Let’s take a walk,” I suggest, “just down to the next floor.” 
She looks puzzled, but I assure her we’re the only people in 
the building, we can leave the door open. 


“Ivl just take a minute,” I tell her. 


“Sure,” she says, reminding me that anywhere I take her is 
fine, as long as I’m with her. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
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We go down in the elevator. Only to the next floor, which is 
just as fancy once the elevator doors open, but the front 
door to the condos look different. Smaller. 


Quinn uses his passkey to open the door, and we step 
inside. 


“This is the standard. Still nice...” he muses and following 
his lead, I step inside. It’s similar to the penthouse, but as 
he said, smaller. 


“It’s nice,” I tell him, looking around, noticing the view is 
just as good and that it only feels smaller because of the 
stadium upstairs I saw already. 


Quinn starts to mention all the features, the square footage, 
how many rooms and even what the fittings are made of. 


“You sound like the estate agent,” I tell him. 


“T am!” he exclaims, “And I can’t help being a little... 
attached to this one, out of all of them in the building.” 


I must look as confused as I feel I look. I’m standing in a 
condo in a bathrobe which isn’t even mine after spending 
the night with my ex-grade school teacher who I’m pretty 
sure I want to spend the rest of my life with... and I still 
have two days off after this one. 


“It’s close to the freeway, which can take you to the store, 
even to the hospital in under an hour... there’s two rooms 
apart from the main, one even blue already...” 


I snuggle up to Quinn, putting one hand on his chest and 
the other I use to put my finger over his lips. 


“Just what are you saying, Quinn? I can’t afford a place like 
this, not in a million years. It’s really nice, but I’m afraid I 
can’t just...” 


He kisses me in reply. I feel more confused than ever. I 
thought for a second he was using our night together to 
maybe try and sell me a condo, but the intensity of his kiss 
has me stumped. Pretty soon, I’m not interested in condos 
or the taps anymore and I feel myself guiding Quinn’s hands 
into my robe, wondering if we can mess up two of these 
beds in one day. 


But Quinn takes my hand and puts the passkey into it, 
pressing his hand tighter over mine. 


“Welcome home, honey,” he says, beaming. 


“I could have a word with the owner about the top floor, 
maybe do a deal to switch, but I dunno, it all depends on 
what you want, Chelle. As long as you’re happy.” 


“Quinn. What are you talking about? Is this your condo? I 
thought you were just the agent.” 


“I am,” he says, taking me by the hand, guiding me over to 
the window. 


“T bought this when I saw the plans after selling the lot to 
the owners. It’s the only bay for hundreds of miles with a 
view like this and it’s zoned so that it won’t get much more 
crowded than this... ever. It’s perfect!” 


I turn to look at him, noticing he’s not even looking at the 
view, he’s looking at me. He has every time he uses the 
word perfect, it makes me blush. 


Remembering what I told myself only a few minutes earlier, 
about the view, about living in a place like this, I’m 
speechless. I do prefer this one too, it’s not as big but that’s 
fine by me. I don’t need an echo in my house. I like home to 
be homely. 


“But Quinn-” I start to protest, and only out of habit. 
Straight away my mind wants to run to a list of reasons why 
I should say no, why something so amazing shouldn’t 
happen to me. 


“Tf you like it, if you want to stay, we can move your stuff in 
whenever you're ready. The rest of the building’s empty for 
about three months, plenty of time to settle in,” he says, still 
beaming but I don’t understand, I’m still in shock. 


“But you, Quinn. You'll be...?” 
He pulls me close, hugging me and giving me another kiss. 


“TIl be right here, Chelle, I can’t live without you. I know 
that much, even after just one night. Don’t tell me all the 
reasons we shouldn’t, that’s your dad talking. Just tell me 
you'll move in. Tell me we’ll both move in, that we can live 
together, say yes and Ill shut up, I promise.” 


I don’t have to think about it, and I nod until my neck aches. 
Quinn picks me up and whirls me around, carrying me 
through the whole place, then out onto the balcony. 


“You sure this one’s alright? We can get the penthouse, 
more room for later on,” he says, a look coming into his 
eyes, but then he seems to decide something else all over 
again and I wonder if he’s being serious or not. 


“Quinn,” I start, seriously this time. “It’s a lot of money, I 
don’t even know how much but I can-” 


He frowns, putting his finger over my lips now. 


“Don’t make me change your name to Randy,” he says and 
we both feel it and look out the window. Out towards the 
view. 


“I am gonna need somewhere to stay, after we tell him, 
aren’t I?” I observe, and I feel Quinn’s huge hand in mine, 
squeezing in agreement. 


“Besides all that,” he says, “I want you and me together 
someplace, and this is as good a place as any right now.” He 
grins, “I was gonna surprise you with this, after... but...” 


“Don’t you have a place?” I ask, registering his look, then, 
“After what?” 


“What’s the matter?” I ask, probing his silence. 


“Let’s just say that before you, before I knew where my life 
was heading, I lived to work, eat and sleep. My place is a 
cupboard compared to this, and full of real estate 
brochures and security equipment.” 


He teases the opening of my robe and lets one of his hands 
slide inside, feeling me up and making me shiver, smiling 
with an excitement I know only he can deliver. 


“And never you mind, after what...” he says slyly, giving me 
no hints but if he’s thinking what I’m thinking, I might need 
a lay down after today, just to get over the sweet shock of it 
all. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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It’s not a moment too soon, I tell myself. I would’ve asked 
Chelle if she’d move in with me the first minute we spent 
together at the reunion, if it wouldn’t have looked and 
sounded too weird. 


I just know we’re perfect together and it’s not just because 
I’m crazy about her. It’s just something I know inside. 


She’s like her dad, and we’re all connected by one thing. I 
know what it feels like to be alone, her dad adopted her 
because he knows what it’s like too. 


But me and Chelle, we can start a family of our own. We can 
become the mom and dad we never had. 


We can break the cycle of feeling there’s no one, feeling 
there’s only hand me down parents who maybe get sick of 
us, or only have more foster kids for the welfare checks. 
That was Randy and me, that was our childhood. He did 
everything he could to make sure Chelle didn’t get the 
same treatment though, and he aced it. 


I owe Randy a lot, but most of all, I owe him for bringing up 
Chelle, for bringing her to me. So we could find each other. 


Now. We’ll have a real family, and I want Randy to be a part 
of that too. I just need to give him time to get used to the 
idea, I guess. 


“We can spend today moving if you want?” I suggest and 
laugh out loud as I watch Chelle’s face fall. 


“I mean move our stuff from upstairs, down to here.” I 
comfort her. 


“Then we can do whatever you want, we can walk on the 
beach, just hang out... try out the bed.” I suggest, amazed 
by my own stamina with Chelle. 


I feel like I’m nineteen again, like I could work all day and 
fuck all night and still have change over at the end. 


She makes me feel incredible, the whole place just looks 
better, brighter and fresher because she’s in it. I can’t wait 
to have us staying here full time. 


“T will need to get my car,” she says, and I know what’s 
coming straight after that. The one thing we’ve both put off, 
but why should it interfere with our own happiness? 


“You can follow me back,” I tell her, “I’d prefer to be up 
front.” 


“I can drive a car, Quinn,” she chides me, rolling her eyes 
but I know what’s bugging her before she even apologizes 
for being so short. 


“We can go get some of your stuff, maybe see your dad at 
the same time, Chelle?” I suggest, feeling a sting as I hear 
myself even saying the words. 


“Tt needs to be done, and I don’t want to leave Randy... your 
dad, hanging.” I tell her, which is the truth. 


It hurts me a little, because if it wasn’t for Chelle being 
Randy’s daughter, and me knowing how mad it’s gonna 
make him when he finds out, he’s the one person I’d be 
dying to tell. That I’d finally found not only love, but the 
woman of my dreams too. 


“You know, Quinn? I’ve been thinking,” she says, looking out 
again over the bay from the window. I can see some dark 
clouds rolling in, darkening the room as she speaks as they 
seem to swallow up the sun. 


“Its not really any of my dad’s business who 1... well, 
y know. Is it?” 


I frown a nod, then shrug, “I know, Chelle, but...” 


I know she’s right, but I also know her dad. It’ll mean the 
end of our friendship, potentially. I know that much. 
Randy’s so fixed in his ways and as stubborn as a mule. He’s 
not gonna leap for joy when he finds out I’ve claimed Chelle 
as my own, whether I tell him, she tells him or he hears it 
from anybody else. 


“Like we kinda decided, Chelle. I won’t lie to him, and I 
know you don’t want to either.” 


We press our heads together, catching the sound of the 
growing surf outside over the hum of the growing wind 
through the balcony, through the static emptiness of the 
condo. 


“T love you Quinn, no matter what,” she says. 


“And I love you,” I choke, surprised by my the emotion, but 
it’s the truth. I get so crazy about wanting to protect her, 


only because I love her so much. More than anything, and 
I’ll sacrifice whatever I have to do to keep her. To keep us. 


We kiss, but it’s like when we come together. It’s like 
everything disappears when we touch, kiss and climax now. 
Our whole world is us and it’s the only world I want to live 
in anymore. 


“So which is it going to be?” I ask her, but I hear a car horn 
sounding from outside, distracting me for a second. 


I’m going to ask Chelle if she thinks we should get it over 
with, go get her car and see if we can sit down and have a 
talk with Randy, but there’s that horn blasting again. 


Even from all the way up here I can hear it. 


I move over to the window, but have to go outside onto the 
balcony to see down into the lot out the front of the 
building. 


The wind’s picked up and sends a chilly blast into the whole 
condo as I open the sliding door, even just enough to 
squeeze through. Chelle’s not too far behind me either. 


“Ah Jesus,” I murmur, feeling my whole body tense up, my 
hands making fists, but from sheer frustration this time. 


I groan as Chelle joins me, clutching me by my side and we 
both look down. 


“Fuck,” is all she can say, quickly turning and going back 
inside, before he sees her. Before he sees us. 


But I’m not going anywhere. I need a minute to collect 
myself. 


It’s like I watch our whole life together in fast forward in my 
mind, seeing him appear seemingly from nowhere. 


I don’t like surprises, but at least I know he can’t get in 
without my say so. 


Randy. 


He’s turned up, god only knows how he found us and he’s 
driving Chelle’s car, which looks like it’s full of her stuff too. 


At least he’s helping us to move... sort of... 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


( helle 


“Let me go down to him, Quinn. Give us a minute, okay,” I 
tell him. I’m not asking. 


Yeah, Quinn and my dad have a long history, they’re best 
friends. But Randy’s my dad. My foster dad, but to me he’s 
my dad. Like Quinn’s my man now, my dad’s the only one I 
have, and I love them both but for a very different reason. 


“He’s my dad and I need to go talk to him,” I tell him again, 
speaking over his growls of disapproval as I get dressed. 


“There’s a button by the front doors,” he says, relaxing his 
snarl to actual words as he holds out his hands for mine. 


“TIl be alright, Quinn. Just give us some time, okay?” he 
nods and walks me to the door. 


“TIl get changes too, don’t be long.” He tells me and gives 
me a soft peck on the lips as I feel myself shaking again, but 
for a different reason this time. 


The elevator door opens and I can see my dad pacing out 
front of the huge glass sliding doors to the building. He’s 


got his phone out, trying to call me or Quinn, I assume. 


I stop for a second, looking at the man before he even sees 
me. I can see he’s upset, but he’s not dangerously mad. 
He’s not acting crazy. I see a man who’s concerned, hurt 
and worried more than anything for his daughter, for me. 


I’d primed myself for a confrontation, a shouting match or 
worse but once I press the big red button by the sliding 
doors and his eyes meet mine, I feel a flood of emotions for 
my dad, and they’re all good ones. 


“Oh daddy!” I cry, rushing into his arms, which he holds 
open for me, tears starting in his own eyes. 


“What are you doing here?” I ask him, looking at my car 
behind him, filled with what looks like everything I’ve ever 
owned. 


“Aww, Chelle...” he sniffs, “Just tell me you’re alright. Just 
tell me you’re safe. I was so worried... nobody would 
answer my calls and I thought... I guess I dunno what I 
thought anymore.... I thought maybe you didn’t love me... 
that you’d left because of me...” 


I feel my own heart go, I let out a croak of disbelief, and feel 
my own tears getting the better of me. 


“No, dad, oh... no! Don’t even say that.” 


We hold onto each other for a long time, saying most of 
what needs to be said without words and once I feel dad 
settling down, I have to half-cry, half-laugh. 


“Are you throwing me out?” I ask, looking again at my car 
parked behind him, I can see half our apartment in there. 


“Pm sorry, Chelle. I got mad, right after I felt my heart 
break... I didn’t know what to think, my best friend and my 
baby girl... suddenly ignoring me and taking off at that 


reunion... I heard all kinds of things from a couple of people 
who were there, it killed me to hear it.” 


Cindy Sanders, I'll bet... 


“That Brad fella, the one who works for-” but he stops 
short. I notice my dad can’t, or won’t even mention Quinn’s 
name. He tenses up and his eyes narrow, his tears drying up 
instantly, replaced with a darker look. An angry look I know 
isn’t meant for me. 


“Daddy? Listen to me... We need to sit down and have a 
talk, but you’ve had a long night and a long drive... let’s 
just...” 


“Where is he,” he snarls, his lip turning up and his eyes 
glazing over as he removes himself from our hug and 
literally positions me to one side so he can get past me. 


"Tell me where he is, Chelle. I need to sort this out, once 
and for all.” 


“Dad, stop!” I command him and for once I think he actually 
listens, he turns to look back at me, turning his whole body, 
to listen. 


“T love Quincy Quinn Dad. He didn’t make me do anything I 
didn’t want to... He’s your best friend and he’s hurting. He 
wanted to share the happiness we’ve found with only one 
other person... you. But guess what? He couldn’t. Why? 
Because he knew this is how you’d act.” 


I shudder as I finish speaking, it’s as if my voice has come 
from someplace else, far away or from up above. Loud, firm 
and full of the truth. 


“Did he tell you to say that?” Dad asks, his shoulders 
sinking a little before he puffs himself back up again, 
pretending he’s mad but I can see he’s really just as hurt as 


Quinn is, hurt I’m the one piece of good news they couldn’t 
share together, not in the way friends would. 


“C’mon, dad. Do you really think he would? And even if he 
did, do you really think I’d say that, would I tell you 
something like that if it wasn’t true?” 


He humphs, looking like his mind’s answering a whole reel 
of questions he’s been asking himself for nearly a whole day 
and a night. 


He puffs out a long breath of air from his cheeks, shaking 
his head from side to side. 


“I don’t need to know the details, Chelle... it’s killing me 
inside as it is, but just tell me this is what you want. Tell me 
you’re happy right now,” he says, looking at me earnestly, 
registering that I’m not dancing around singing about how 
perfect Quinn is, about how perfect everything will be with 
us, even though that’s how I feel. 


“Let me go up to him, Chelle. Give me that much. I want to 
have it out with the man who stole my daughter. It’s my 
right as a father to have him tell me face to face, isn’t it?” 


I feel a knot of anxiety in my stomach, but I know I asked 
something similar of Quinn just now, telling him to let me go 
down to see my dad. I have to return the favor, and I know 
Quinn would want some alone time with his lifelong friend 
too, whatever the outcome for them both. 


I just hope they don’t hurt each other, or make me want to 
choose a side. 


Because I’d choose both, I can’t have one and not the other 
in my life, but if it comes down to losing one, I know I'll 
choose Quinn. 


He’s my man and I’m his woman now. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


O uinn 


I know he’s coming up alone, I can feel it. I want to go 
down, only to make sure Chelle’s not down there alone, and 
to make sure she doesn’t wander off, but I know too that 
she’ll stay close by. I know she will, even just for me. 


The front door’s open and I hear the elevator. A few 
seconds later he’s in the doorway of the upstairs penthouse. 
I knew he’d come up here because I knew he’d know it’s 
where I’d take anyone I wanted to spend the night with. 


He looks like hell. Like he hasn’t slept, like he’s been mad, 
sad and a worried dad all in one night. 


I don’t feel bad though. This is the moment, this is the 
payment due for the gift of Chelle in my life and I’m ready 
to cover it, whatever it takes. 


I’m standing in the hallway, near the entrance to the 
lounge. I can hear the wind again, it’s starting to howl 
through the building now, the waves from the beach I can 
hear still too. 


“Come in,” I tell him, Randy. My oldest friend. My brother. I 
never thought I’d feel like I had to think about what to say 
to him, not once ever in our whole life. 


He steps inside, frowning with a degree of approval as he 
takes in the interior, then the view as he looks past me to 
one of the balconies. Even though the weather’s turning, 
the view is still spectacular. 


His gaze turns to mine briefly, he looks me up and down and 
I know it's coming. I don’t even tense up or brace for it. It’s 
the least I owe him, and he can have it. He can have a 
thousand if he wants. 


I feel his hand as it hits my face, but it’s open, it’s not a 
punch. I was expecting a decent swing. The type I know 
he’s capable of. The kind we developed together as boys, 
learning to box, then later with other martial arts. But it’s 
an anti-hit. 


I’m not insulted, I’m actually a little proud of my oldest 
friend. 


“That's it?” I ask him, fully expecting him to launch a major 
assault, vent some of the rage, the disappointment I know 
he’s feeling. 


“That’s it.” He says slowly, “Just a slap. For not calling me. 
For not picking up... for not thinking you could come to me, 
with anything, even this...” 


He breaks off, his voice shaking with emotion, which he 
reels in like a pro. 


“T’ve got two in my family, Quinn. My daughter is number 
one. She’s my world, my baby girl. You know that,” he 
growls, looking at his feet, fighting the tears again, forcing 
himself to stay true, to look me in the eye. 


Man to man. 


“The other? That’s you, Quinn. Always has been, 
remember? No matter how many damned foster parents 
and homes we went through, it was always us. Our own 
family, just the two of us...” 


I feel the sting of nostalgia, I know exactly what he means 
because I feel it too. 


“How can I tell you, Randy? How can I say it?” I ask him, 
but he knows there’s no real answer. 


“You could’ve just called is all. You could’ve just said you 
were taking Chelle home, I dunno... something. But leaving 
me to worry all night, to imagine the worst. I was worried 
for both of you, I was ringing hospitals at three a.m. for 
Christ sakes, hoping you both hadn’t been killed in a 
goddamned car crash.” 


The weight of his feelings gets to me. I know I can’t be 
accountable for a father’s worry or a friend’s concern, but I 
can bear a brother’s grief. I can carry it with him, not for 
him. 


“T’m sorry.” I tell him, right to his face, looking right in his 
eyes. “I love Chelle and I know she loves me too. I’ve 
claimed her as my own, Randy. She’s my woman now. I 
know you'll have to get used to that, but I’d like you... rd 
like more than anything to include you in the family we’re 
gonna make. A real family... not just a foster one. Our own 
kids, our own place...” 


He looks away, nodding. He’s not bitter or mad. But I know 
he’s hurt. Just the hurt a father feels when his little girls is 
all grown up. The hurt a man feels when he finds himself 
alone in the world again after he’s told himself for his 


child’s lifetime that they have it all together to share, 
forever. 


His forever is mine now. Chelle belongs to me. We belong to 
each other. 


“Now!” I command him, “I want you to come at me and hit 
me properly, don’t slap me like a damned child. If you 
wanna break my nose, then come on over here and break 
my fuckin-” 


He breaks my nose, and three ribs. He spares my teeth and 
I thank him for that quietly. 


“That’s better,” I growl, holding my side and trying to 
breathe. Randy’s pumping his hand open and closed, which 
he then offers to me and I’ve never been so glad to shake 
my friend’s hand in my whole life. 


“You need a grandpa in this... family of yours?” he says, 
smiling between what’s left of his tears. I can tell he feels 
better for having hit me properly, I knew he would and I 
also know I’m not allowed to hit him back. That’s just how it 
is between us. 


“Sure, we need a grandpa... and you need a lift!” 


“What?” he says, looking puzzled, Chelle screaming out as 
she enters the room, rushing over to me, I’m smiling 
through a beard and mustache of my own blood, hunched 
over and wheezing bubbles of red. 


“Unless I can interest you in a condo?” I ask him, “You drive 
yourself down here to punch me out, now how are you 
gonna get home?” I ask him, chuckling. 


“Daddy, what did you do! I told you not to...!” Chelle chides 
her dad. Lifting my head up as I wince, poking and 


prodding like any good doctor would, making me cry out 
like a little girl. 


“Ow! That hurts. Chelle. Jesus!” 


It hurts more than when Randy hit me, but it’s worth it. I 
know I’d take a thousand more, even if it was just for one 
more minute in Chelle’s arms. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


( helle 


Wear your old prom dress that you wore to the reunion as a 
wedding dress they said, it’ll be fun they said. 


Quinn said. Right after he proposed, right after my dad 
broke his nose and I didn’t care that he was bleeding and 
kissed him anyway. 


It sealed the deal with my dad, proving to him that Quinn is 
indeed a man of honor and swears to look after me every 
day for the rest of my life. What better way to show my dad 
that then to marry me? 


“But does it have to be in that dress?” I whine, months later 
as we watch the view from the penthouse. Quinn did some 
re-financing and had a word with the owner, he also sold 
the rest of the vacant condos at a premium, making for a 
very happy owner who sold his investment at a profit, and 
made us both very happy condo owners. Top two floors. 


“In case we have people come stay...” Quinn always says 
now, and always winks at my dad when he does. 


“T want to see you like I did that night, like I want to every 
damned night,” he growls, biting my neck and shamelessly 
cupping my chest, trying to fish out one of my boobs so he 
can have his way with me all over again. 


Our wedding planning nights have always ended in what he 
likes to call ‘honeymoon practice’ which is fine, and will 
certainly speed up the baby making, but I’m trying to plana 
damned wedding here, not a world record attempt at 
continuous single entry by the world’s most sexy man. 


Quinn insists we have a traditional wedding, all except the 
dress. He wants me in the same lilac dress I wore at the 
reunion, as well as the bridesmaids, which we don’t even 
have. Dad volunteered for a lilac suit, just to see the look of 
horror on my face and I promptly pleaded with Quinn to 
have any other color, any other dress, but he’s stood firm on 
that. 


Very firm, every time I bring it up. There’s something about 
that damned dress, I’m not sure he’ll be able to walk down 
the aisle without a raging hard on. 


“Alright, alright!” I finally concede, “but I have to have it 
adjusted... A lot...” 


And dry cleaned... 
Quinn kisses me hard, intently and with extra passion. 


“What’s that for?” I ask him, not minding in the least. Every 
kiss is special, like our first, but every now and then he 
plants a real... well. A real ‘pow’ on my kisser. 


“That’s for making me so happy, for wearing the dress I love 
you in on our big day. Even though you don’t seem to like it 
for some reason,” he quips, smiling to himself. 


“Its only because it makes me look-” but I stop short, 
seeing Quinn’s eyes narrow as he takes a sharp breath in, 
daring me to Say it, daring me to invoke his scorn. 


“It just rides up a little, is all,” I correct myself and we 
negotiate on the degree of alterations allowed in the Quinn 
universe versus the ‘what Chelle wants to wear on her 
wedding day’ actual reality. The world I live in. 


Sliding his hand right up between my thighs, making me 
leap with instant excitement, he groans close into my ear. 


“Because every time I see you in that dress, it makes me 
want to do this...” he tells me, and I feel his hand yank my 
panties to one side, making me instantly wet, which he uses 
to trace his thick fingers around my already twitching hole 
until I gasp his name, canceling wedding planning once 
again in favor of honeymoon practice for the night. 


“All the dress stuff aside. Chelle. I love you, no matter what 
you wear. No matter if we’re married or trapped on a 
desert island with grass skirts. I’ll always love you,” Quinn 
says, and I melt into one of his kisses all over again. 


“T love you too,” I say. “And I’ll hold you to that. If I have to 
wear a lilac prom sack on our wedding day, you have to 
wear a grass skirt, the next time we’re stuck on a desert 
island... deal?” 


“Deal,” he says and I settle in for a solid night of honeymoon 
practice. 


All this time, we’re actually pretty good at it by now. 


EPILOGUE 


( helle 


“T can do this... it’s what I’ve trained for...” 


I puff and I huff. I swallow and bite down. I think of 
anything that isn’t about throwing up and I close my narrow 
metal locker. 


My pink scrubs and matching hairnet, my equally matching 
pink stethoscope. 


At least it’s not lilac, I tell myself on my worst days, which 
are thankfully few and far between. 


Like my wedding dress, Quinn picked out my scrubs, which 
the hospital liked so much, they made them standard for all 
doctors in pediatrics to wear. 


I got some sour looks when that was announced, but it 
wasn’t my decision. 


“Well I’d like to meet whoever came up with such a 
ridiculous idea!” one senior doctor exclaimed, turning 
purple as he shouted the fact he wouldn’t wear them. 


Until Quinn turned up the next day, happy to help him try 
them on, which he did and now wears them all the time. 


After the wedding, Quinn saw to it I got every chance to 
finish my medical degree, which I did, choosing to 
specialize in pediatrics. 


Obstetrics? Nah. I’m a walking example of that these days, 
plenty of baby making going on at home. I don’t need to 
bring that to the workplace, but I love working with kids. 
Helping them, and their parents when they get sick. 


I’m Doctor Michelle Quinn now, but the kids, they can call 
me Dr. Chelle. 


I’m making my way to my rounds, wondering how morning 
sickness can last right up until the day it feels like the 
baby’s already halfway out, which she isn’t. I know she isn’t, 
but it sure feels like it most days lately. 


Quinn did his best to order me off work while pregnant for 
the second time. Jason, our first, was a quick and easy birth, 
I still tell Quinn. Standing up all day, it was only a matter of 
time before gravity helped Mother Nature along. 


But today, I feel something else, like a hunch doctors get. 
Cops have their intuition, their ‘gut’ and apart from having 
one of those, I also have what I call ‘knowing,’ when I just 
know something’s gonna go down on my shift. 


Or rather, something’s gonna go out. 


The day is long and it’s nothing too exciting. The days I 
should be on my guard most, those quiet times in a hospital, 
they’re usually always calm before a storm. But today, I’m 
hoping for a storm-free finish and almost counting the 
minutes until Quinn comes to pick me up. 


Three days off and we have a private suite in our own 
penthouse booked solid, just the two of us, and Jason of 
course. 


It’s twenty to the hour and I find myself thinking about 
Quinn, about how Jason always smells of crayons and 
formula when I come home, Quinn telling me there’s been 
no crayons eaten and no drawing done with Jason’s 
formula, which I often doubt. 


Then the code comes. ER, not my problem. Happens every 
day. 


Then it’s all doctors available to the ER. 


After that my pager’s buzzing and I spin on my heels, 
making my way to the elevator, down to the place I never go 
to unless I really have to. 


It’s never pretty. 
And today isn’t any different. 


“Oh great! Pediatrics... we need a goddamned surgeon 
here, we got multiple...” 


I step into the cubicle, gloving up, silencing hysterical 
intern doctors with my look first and then my belly second. 


“What am I looking at?” I ask. 


“MVA, crush trauma to the chest, BP dropping ECG’s all 
over the place... suspected double pneumothorax...” 


Being around someone who’s about to lose their mind from 
lack of sleep and way too many things to remember is the 
easiest way to stay calm. 


But today, I get a jolt. I get a test from the universe. A 
surprise visit from the past, and if karma ain’t a bitch. 


“Cindy Sanders,” I announce absently, hesitating for just a 
moment before I take over myself. 


“You know her?” the young intern asks, and I nod. I realize 
instantly, that no matter how bad a person might be to 
others, how cruel or unkind they are, they’re still human 
beings and right now, this one needs my help. 


Young doctor Doolittle here has jumped the gun on a 
number of things, but she’s not too far off her preliminary 
diagnosis. 


“Get a surgical consult in here, stat. We’ve got extra- 
capsular rupture of implants... we won’t know its 
pneumothorax until we intubate, shit! Hold on, what’s this?” 
I ask, looking down her throat, which is swelling up. She’s 
stopped breathing. 


“Help me sit her up, get her up!” I shout and she helps me 
to lift her, just long enough for me to get behind her and 
holding both my arms tight around her sternum, I pull them 
back towards me with force, and hear the sound of 
something shooting from her mouth, sliding down the wall. 


“Try now,” I tell the intern, who’s standing looking on in 
amazement. “Well intubate her! She’s not gonna breathe on 
her own, is she?” 


“No, ma’am,” she says, and gets the tube in first try. In 
seconds, Cindy’s breathing with our help, her body 
stabilizes quickly. She’ll make it. More help arrives and 
within seconds the cubicle’s crowded with all those 
magicians who keep people alive and bring them back from 
the brink every single shift, all shift. 


Cindy Sanders will make it though, I know she will. 


People like her always do, but it’s my job to help them, 
whoever they are, whenever they come through my 


hospital. 


Plus, those silicone fun bags? They probably saved her life, 
acting like silicone air bags, stopping her heart from being 
crushed. 


“Surgical consult is on his way,” the intern says, “I panicked 
back there... thanks a lot! I’m Denise.” 


“Chelle,” I tell her, holding out my gloved hand to hers and 
making way for the other team to move in and take over. 


“Denise?” 
“Yeah?” 


“Get a wheelchair, my water just broke. I’m having my 
baby.” 


“Oh shit!” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 
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“Because I’ve told you, Randy. No kid of mine’s getting on 
your damned boat, not until they’re twenty-one and 
divorced us as parents, meaning it’ll never happen.” I say. 


I hate to burst his bubble, but I just won’t have the kids on 
that boat. I won’t allow it. 


I’ve put my foot down. 


Randy puffs his cheeks and goes out onto the balcony, 
looking down at the pier. Down at the boat he thought 
would bring us all together as a family. 


Chelle’s sigh. I can hear it from the kitchen before I see her 
coming out, pink rubber gloves on and a turkey baster in 
one hand, a hammer in the other. 


“Okay, you got me, mommy... what the hell’s going on in 
there?” I ask, not being able to stop myself from smiling. 


“Your hammer, Daddy,” she announces, strolling over to me 
and handing it back. “... doesn’t live in my drawers, you’ve 


got a basement for this stuff, haven’t you?” 


“T think it’s your dad’s...” I start to say, but change my mind, 
“...’ll put it downstairs, I will honey.” And I lean up from the 
couch to peck her cheek as she bends down to accept my 
apology. 

“And that?” I ask, looking at the turkey baster. 


“For the next man who puts his hammer in my drawers,” 
she warns me with a wink and I shiver a little, because I 
know she’s serious. 


“And will you go tell Dad we’ll go on his damned boat. Stop 
being such a wimp,” she challenges me, cutting me right to 
the quick. 


Of all the things I fear most, it's water. I can’t stand it. Hate 
it. It’s also the one thing Randy doesn’t know about, we 
somehow managed to get through life inland without 
having to ever face my fear together. 


“Daddy! Daddy! Look what we made!” Jason screams, 
tearing into the living room and rescuing me. From Randy, 
from water and from rogue turkey basters. 


God bless you son! 


“What did you make son?” I ask, scooping him up as I stand, 
holding him at arm’s length with one hand over my head, 
growling like a bear until he’s nearly crying from giggling, 
begging me to let him down. 


Mommy goes back into the kitchen, just long enough to 
grab Jason’s sister, Claire and comes back in and settles 
down on the couch opposite me. 


“It’s Claire’s feeding time, I almost forgot,” she says, and I 
have to prepare myself. I have to steel myself for what 
follows next. 


For some time now, Chelle’s been feeding Claire either 
when I’m not around, which is almost never, or in the 
company of others, like little Jason here, or even Randy, but 
only at a pinch. 


Reason? 


Well, I can’t just have my woman getting out my two 
favorite accessories of hers and having them on display 
without wanting some action myself, can I? 


So rules are rules now. Feeding time is a public spectacle in 
our household, which is fine for the kids and Mommy, even 
grandpa. But he usually always finds an excuse to leave the 
room. 


Me, I have to distract myself and little Jason’s just who I 
need right now to do just that. 


“What did you make, sport? You wanna show me, or just tell 
me about it?” I ask him, only glancing over at Chelle, long 
enough to see her flash me, making me growl before I focus 
on my son again. 


“T made a growth chart... so I can count the days until I’m 
as big as you, daddy.” He chimes excitedly. 


“A growth chart, huh? Sounds cool,” I exclaim, grimacing a 
little when he’s not looking. I know my son well enough, and 
when he makes something, he sure does make it. 


“Show me then, champ. I wanna see,” and I crouch down a 
little, taking his tiny hand in mine and we go up to the end 
of the hall, where Chelle can still see us both and there it is, 
in bright red permanent marker. 


All the way up the wall, and a good sixteenth of an inch 
deep, like he’s somehow carved it into the woodwork of his 
door frame. 


“Son!” I announce, “It’s beautiful, but I’d like to see you 
grow taller than that! Best way to make sure you do? 
Maybe ask for some help before taking on such a big 
project, huh?” I ask him, not even thinking about getting 
upset with him. 


“Jason! You’ve inspired me. Let’s make a taller one, maybe 
one as tall as me, okay? Then we can put it up and you'll be 
able to chart your height, long after you get only this high,” 
I whisper to him, getting in nice and close, and he readily 
agrees. 


It'll also buy me some time to fix the door frame... 


We get to work, and in around fifteen minutes we have a 
fine example of a personalized chart for both Jason and 
Claire to use, and it should hide the ‘damage’ underneath, 
which I plan to leave there anyway. 


Talk about permanent family memories, and way better 
than any paper chart, we just might give Mommy a few 
days, maybe a week before we tell her about it. 


“What are my two favorite men up to?” she asks, letting me 
know it’s safe for me to show myself, that she’s ‘decent’ 
again and I’m in no danger of wanting to have my way with 
her. 


That comes later, when the kids are asleep and Grandpa’s 
gone home, or out on his boat. 


“Jason’s made a growth chart and I think he wants to go see 
Grandpa’s boat, Claire looks like she needs a nap too, don’t 
you think?” I ask, listening to Jason whoop and holler as he 
races off to find grandpa, the mere mention of the boat 
exciting him to near hysteria. 


Claire is yawning, and Chelle gives me a suspicious look. 


“How convenient, sleepy baby... busy grandpa and son... 
what are Mommy and Daddy going to do?” she asks, her 
smirk turning to a sudden look of arousal, her narrowing 
eyes and teeth biting her lower lip the green light for a little 
afternoon delight. 


“PI just put Claire down,” she tells me, a restrained 
urgency in her voice. 


“And I’ll tell Randy to set sail. Jason’s always wanted to go 
on that boat...Two conditions, Randy.” I tell him directly, 
“Lifejackets on and no further out than we can see you.” 


“Meaning?” Randy asks me, looking just as suspicious as his 
daughter did just now. 


“Meaning, gimee an hour and knock before coming in when 
you get back,” I tell him. 


“Oh...” he says. 


“How is married life treating you, Quinn?” he asks, giving 
me a sideways glance. 


“T dunno... I think it always helps to have the right teacher 
when learning anything new.” 


“Dad? What are you still doing here?” Chelle asks, suddenly 
appearing in the doorway, looking very flushed. 


“T was just going, darlin’... I’ll see you in an hour, maybe 
two... Quinn just said you need some time... for Claire to 
have her nap so we can all go out on the boat together, isn’t 
that right old buddy?” he says heading out the door. 


“T thought you hated the water,” Chelle asks, scrambling to 
undress both of us as we know the clock’s ticking once we 
hear the front door close. 


“I do, but it looks like your dad’s having his revenge. I get 
you all to myself, but he gets me out on the water.” 


“Raw deal?” she asks, and I hold her face in both my hands. 


“T love you, Chelle, there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for the 
moments we have like this.” 


“Moments?” She quips, “I want a solid half hour from you, 
water boy or you’re swimming home.” 


We kiss and it’s like the school reunion, our first night 
together plus the feeling when we had both our children, all 
rolled into one exquisite sensation. 


“And I love you, Quincy Quinn.” She moans. 


“Then here’s to the afternoon delight!” I cheer, biting her 
neck. 


“And all who sail on her...” 
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